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NOTE 


'■ 1 His edition contains the whole of Crashaw s Poems 

English and Latin, now for the first time collected 
in one volume 

Although not English Classics, it his been thought 
best to include Crashaw s Latin and Greek poems, for 
completeness sake These ire reproduced faithfully 
from the original issues printed it the Cambridge 
University Press m 1634 and 1670 and from photo 
graphs or the Sancroft MS No attempt his been 
made to ‘ improve Cnshaw s spelling or punctuation 
sive in the one or two trifling instances mentioned 
m the notes, and save m the use of the modern 
type-forms for j s //, f 7 i etc 

The arrangement of the text is is follows 

I Epigrammatum Sacrorum Ltber from the 
volume (5J X 3-^ ms ) of 1634 A few idditional 
epigrams that occur in the second edition of 1670 will 
be found on pp 299 — 306 

II S/^s to the "temple and The Delights of the 
Muses The text of 1648 (sj x 3f ms ) his been 
followed but only those poems have been printed 
which were not revised it a later date for the volume 
entitled Carmen Deo Nostroy 1652 (see III below) 
The text of the first edition of Steps to the Temple 
Sacred PoemSy with other Delights of the Muses Printed 
and Published according to Order Printed by T JV for 
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Humphrey Moseley^.. 1646, has been collated v.ith that of 
1648, and both texts with that of Cm men T)to Nosno^ 
and the verbal alterations, omissions and additions in 
these three texts will be found in the Appendix, this 
course being deemed more satisfactory than to form an 
eclectic text by guesswork Certain poems belonging 
to these three volumes are also m Ai chbishop Bancroft’s 
MS. (see IV below) and in the Bi itish Museum MSS 
(see V. below) , variations between these MSS and the 
printed volumes will be found in the Appendix In the 
text, the latest published form has been printed in each 
case For the loan of copies of the texts of 1646 and 
1648 I am indebted to the Library of Trinity College, 
Cambridge 

III The revised collection of poems entitled 
Carmen Deo Nostro (6-^- x 4 ms ), printed and published 
in Pans in 1652 and adorned with small plates engraved 
from Crashaw’s own drawings, has been followed from 
the first page to the last It bears evidence of having 
been printed abroad, as its simple errors of the press 
are numerous These have been corrected and their 
places marked by square brackets, and m the Appendix 
will be found reproductions of the engravings, with in- 
dications of their place Copies of the edition of 1652 
are very rare indeed, and it has been thought well to 
preserve its eccentricities of spacing and its generosity in 
the matter of titles and half-titles 

IV The volume of Crashaw’s (and other) poems, 
copied by Archbishop Bancroft and now preserved m the 
Bodleian, was kindly forwarded from Oxford to the 
Cambridge University Library, to enable me to collate 
It I am much indebted to the authorities at Oxford 
for this privilege, and to the University Librarian here 
for making the examination of the MS as easy as possible. 

VI 



NOTE 


A great many poems m it Avere first published by Dr 
Grosart in \\x% Fuller Worthies edition of 1872-3, they 
Tvere rearranged by him to fill m with the scheme of 
his edition, but m the following pages they will be 
found printed m the order in which thej occur in the 
MS , the poems published by Cnshaw being of course, 
omitted As indicated above (see 11 ), verbal differ- 
ences between MS and published text will be found 
in the notes to the latter 

The evidence that some poems other than those 
indicated m the MS by the initials R C are Crashaw s 
IS mainly based upon Abp Sancrofts table of contents 
to his volume, a photograph of which I hive had made 
I regret that m one cise the evidence seems clear that 
a poem printed by Dr Grosart as Crashaw s cannot be 
his, and it does not therefore find a place in the present 
text 

Abp Sancroft s table of contents begins thus Mr 
Crashaw s poems transcribd frd his own copie before 
they were printed , among iv*** j are some not printed 
Latin, on y* Gospels v p 7 On other subjects p 39 
95 229 English sacred | poems p in on other 
subjects — 39 162 164 V 167 V 196 202 V 206 223 
V Suspetto di Herode j translat d fr6 Car Marino p 
287 V The table then gives the titles of poems other 
than Crashaw s, and amongst these are indexed the two 
unsigned poems written on p 205 of the MS ‘On a 
Fremd On a Cobler of these, Dr Grosart printed one 
as Crashaw s and not the other Dr Grosart took 
‘202 V 206 to mean that all the poems on and between 
those pages were Crashaw s If that were so then the 
verses ‘ On a Cobler would be Crashaw s and these he 
omitted But apart from the fact that these two poems 
are indexed elsewhere among Abp Sancroft s miscella- 
neous and anonymous collection, they are preceded by a 
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the case of the Sancroft MS , variations between them 
and this British Museum MS 

A further acquisition by the British Museum in 1894 
(Addit MS 34,692) contains a transcript of Crashaw’s 
‘ Loe heere a little volume ’ and ‘ Upon the Assumption ’ 
It is dated 1 642 and seems to have belonged to ‘ Thom 
Lenthall Pemb HaU ’ in which college Crashaw began 
his academical career Its variations are recorded in the 
notes, as are those of the poems in Harl MSS 6917-8, 
and of the earliest appearances of some of Crashaw’s verses 
in sundry volumes of contemporary verse and prose 
Of these, attention may be called to the interesting 
alternative readings found in the lines under the portrait 
of Bp Andrewes (see pp 134 and 372) 

For assistance in the collation of the British Museum 
MSS I am indebted to Mr Richard Askham, and Mr 
Albert Ivatt, of Christ’s College, has very kindly pre- 
pared the indexes for me 

The copy of Carmen Deo Nostro used for the purpose 
of the present edition will rest in future in the library of 
Peterhouse, of which College Crashaw was made Fellow 
in 1637 and from which he was ejected, with others, six 
years later for refusing to accept the Solemn League 
and Covenant 


A R. WALLER 


Cambridge, 

May 15, 1904 
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REVERENDO ADMODUM 

VIRO 

BEN J AMI NO LANY 

SS Theologlje Professori, 

Aule Pemhnchtana Custodi dignissimo, 
ex suorum minimis 
minimus 
R C 

custodiam calcstem 
P 

S Uus est & florQ fruiflus , quibus fruimur, si non 
utilms, delicatius certe Neque etiam rarum est 
quod ad spem vens, de sc per flores suos quasi 
poUiccntis, adultions anni, ipsmsq, adeo Autumni 
cxigamus fidem Ignoscas jgitur (vir colendissime) 
properanti sub ora ApoUinis sui, pnma^que adolescentia; 
kscivia exultanti Musse Tener^ ®tatts flores adfert, 
non frudlus ser« quos quidem exigere ad seram lUam 
& sobnam maturitatem, quam in fruftibus expeftamus 
mento, durum fuent , forsan & ipsa hac prascoci 
importunitate sua placituros magis Tibi prssertim 
quern paternus animus (quod fieri solet) intentum tenet 
Omni suse spei diluculo quo tibi de tuorum indole 
promittas aliquid Ex more etiam eorum, qui in 
pra^mium labons sui pretiumquc patientias festmi ex ns 
qu® severunt ipsi & excoluerunt quicquid est flosculi 
prommulum, pnma quasi verecundu auras & apertum 
Jovem expenentis arnpmnt avide, saporemque illi non 
tarn ex ipsius indole &. ingenio qu^im ex animi sui 
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affedu, fovcntis in co curas suas & spcs, affingunt. 
Patere igitui (rcvcrcndc Gustos) hanc tibi cx istiusmodi 
flonbus corollam ncdi , convivalcm \cr6‘ ntc ahtcr 
passuram Sydus illud ons tin auspicatissimum ntsi (qua 
est etiam amocmtatc) rcmissiorc radio cum sc rcclinat, 
& in tantum de se demit Ncqiie sane hoc scnptionis 
genere (modo partes suas satis prajstitcnt) quid esse 
potuit otio 'Fheologico accommodatius, quo nimirum res 
ipsa Theologica Poctica amojnitatc delinita majestatem 
suam venustate commendat PIoc demum quicquid 
est, amare tamcn poteiis , & voles, scio non ut 
magnum quid, non ut egiegium, non ut te dignum 
denique, sed ut tuum . tuum summo jure; utpote quod 
e tua gleba, per tuum radium, in manum denique tuam 
evocatu fuerit Quod restat hujus libelli fatis, exorandus 
es igitur (vir spedlatissimc) ut quern sinu tarn facili 
privatum excepisti, eum jam ore magis publico allo- 
quentem te non asperneris Stes illi in limine, non 
auspicium modo suum, sed & argumentum Enimvero 
Epigramma sacrum tuus ille vultus vel est, vel quid sit 
docet ; ubi nimirum amabili diluitur severum, & san6lum 
suavi demulcetur. Pronum me vides m negatam mihi 
provinciam , laudum tuarum, intelhgo quas mihi cum 
modestia tua abstulent, reliquum mi hi est necessano ut 
sim brevis imb verb longus nimium , utpote cui 
argumentum istud abscissum fuerit, in quo unice 
poteram, & sine t£edio, prolixus esse Vale, virorum 
ornatissime, neque dedignens quod colere audeam Genu 
tui serenitatem supplex tarn tenuis, & (quoniam numen 
quoq; hoc de se non negat) amare etiam Interim 
verb da veniam Musas in tantum sibi non temperanti, 
quin in hanc saltern laudis tuas pai tern, quae tibi ex rebus 
sacris apud nos ornatis meritissima est, istiusmodi 
carmine mvolare ausa sit, quaheunque. 
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s 


Alve^ alme custot Punt gregtt 
Per quern erudito exhalat tn oUo 
Seu frtgus udi caput antn, 

Stve Jovem mttdosque soles 


Non ipse custos pulcbrtor tnvtas 
Egit sub umbras ^montos greges 
Non ipse Apollo notus silts 
Lege sues mehore canna 


Tu SI serena des oculo frut 
Sunt rura nobis^ sunt juga^ sunt aqueSy 
Sunt pleSira dulctum sororum 
{Non alto mthi mta Phaho) 


TV danUy castos composutt sinus 
Te danUy mores sumpsit m suo 
Vtdenda vultUy pulveremque 
Relligto ctneremque nescit 


Stat ctnaa dtgnU fronde decens caput 
SuSsque per te fossa palhm DeoSy 
Comhquey Diva vesttbUsque 
Ingentum didst ordmemque 

ecce nobis amplior es modh 
Majirque cernt ^tale jubar tremit 
aub os ' verecundusque quantd 
Mole sut Genius laborat ^ 


Jam qui serenas it tsbt per genas, 

Majirque circum cusptdata 
Ora comit tua fios diet 


Stat causa Nempe banc ipse Deus, 
Hanc ara, per te pulchrOy dum tihi 
luam refundity obvtSque 
It radio tibs se colenti 


Dtus 
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RICHARD CRASHAW 

Ecce^ ecce I sacro tn hmim^ dum pto 
Multlmque prom popbtc amas humiim^ 
Altar lo annuunt ah alto , 

Et lefiuis iihi plaudit aln 

Pidchro incalescem officio^ piicr 
^tciinque atspo sydcte crtnitm, 

Fultuquc non fatcnte terrain.^ 

Currit ibi rosem satclles 

Et jure Nam cum fana tot tnvtts 
Moerent rutnts^ tpsdque (ecu preces 
Manlisque^ non decora supplex^ 

Tendat) opem rogat^ hen negatam ! 

Tibt Ipsa vott est ara sut rea 
Et solvet 0 qttdm semper apud Deurn 
Lttabis illum^ cujus arts 
Ipse preces prius auditsti ^ 
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Vcncnbili \iro MngKlro T'irnn, 

Tuion luo lummc olnen'ando 

M FtiU ft C trtrt j r- ^art 

/ im iijhi li /j»“ fjir/j (trtra tj.r, 

A ifra tx yy , f-nr-tt trr a^ij f-ruirtt^ 

fuia /./j \fuiJ fit art ifj 

Jit r/f-jtf he I 'ti trhn r'tft i i/'i 
Hi iua fu t \futtf tfl cura dfJit 

Stht til itT/ra r^alut ^ it ent Juiirr^ 
gra it fj^errun xtxtnt ch Jftn 
Utitfi ^ ifftm r^ultun Uh r-jrr^urt r ft fit 
id I f ffut i-jn~ur et-art fjr-tn 
Torlrn t tt {Itu iir-t/i dr (•r It turrftn) tarirn 
lilt tfrera ttrtra at f^t ft ta h^rm 
yar^f r-tart far / ‘ ter- (r/^) ^jtt urut i tur I itrett 
SltfH r^th tm r tt rtng* tej- m eratt 
Std fjflS ipa Meuj (df ft) n)cu»» tutor 

pnrum (• tuU ditere) dtxtt^ crit 
Has fgs l/gitin^t ret Ijxp tjJere nata- 
Utn putt dfgenerti ini ht tut r at } 

HtrPt ^u^d tUa SU9 pntn (an terfrr aptrt t, 
tarn stmjtr fattlet n'rit adirt iiaut 
Erg} tuam uhi tunt tuai eat tlh tub alas 
Jiec yu que de n strs^ qu d (utarts^ tale 
Ste qua Suada tuj f niem tth feat tn err, 

San/tc seeuro tntlle prrtrntt <at 
Ste tuOf lie nultas 5/rrw n n mul tit aurts^ 

Aula (ui flautus (tf tua ler/a dedit 
Sie tuus tile {prefer) Tagus aut eat ehjtee nulhy 
Aut emm {qued adhue) ebjtee majer eat 
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Ornatissimo viro Pr.rceptori s\io colciv 

(lismtno, M.igi'^tro Ihcii 

O MtI't qui iMnquntv. i err rn in clul f fiuUt 

T'tinc queque itim d'/nr i t’trui 4 ’ti eiiii 

Ilk ego pan vestit qunuia ii.ta'iisurtci ngUj 
De nullo nctii UAnt tur^ 

Do itbt quod df U p r Simula loigo fiturttui 
D^dd de me iitmtum uert metueiidtis eras 
^ihd ttbt turpts t^o toi peutts tnei tia sceptit 
T'am J'eruhz tulei tin imtin yno tuc. 

Scilicet 111 foliis quuquid pCiCobitur isti^^ 

^lod ilia virga statun vapultt^ tllud eiit 
Eigd tibi hecc panns pi o me iiua pagnia ptiidat 
Htc agtiui vngn. tes tibi miilta tun 
In me igiiut quicquid minis ilia pepernut cltm, 

Id licet in fain vindictt cmne tree 
Htc tuns invtiiiet satis ui quo saviat unguis^ 

^lidqtie neiu doefo tians obeli sens eat 
Scilicet here mea sunt , hn'i quec mala siilicet o si 
ilia nempt foient) htc nuhoi a foient f 
^laliacunque, suum mi tint hnc Jlumtna Joutem 
{Ntlus ab ignoto fonti supeihus eat) 

Nec tcrk nihil est quit qttis sit origme Fontes 
Esse solent fluvii noinen honoiqur sin 
Htc quoque tain patvus {de me mea sccula dteani) 
Non parvt soboles htc quoque font is eiat 
Hoc modh Ipse veils de me dixtsse^ Meoium 
Ilk fuit minimus Sed fuit tile mens 
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LECTORI 

S Alvt Jdmqy vale ^td emm quts pergeret ultr6 f 
jocui & lusus non vocat^ tre vole: ^ 
SahcetDH, Leltory cur nosier habehere, non est 
DeltUu folio non facienie tuts 
Nam nec Actdalm halat mtht pagina rotes 
Nostra Cuptdtnea nec favet aura fact 
Frustra hinc tile suts quicquam promtsertt ahs 
Frustra hinc ilia novo spent abire stnu 
llle I maierna melius sibt taha myrto 
Ilia jugis melius posiat ah Idaltis 
F^eerat tbi suus in quo cesptie surgat Jdonssy 
F^ee meltor teneris fatna stt vtolts 
Illinc totius Floray verisqucy sulque 
CenstliOy llle alas mpieaty ilia smut 
Me mea {casta tameuy si sit rudis) herha coronet 
Me mea (« rudts esty sst rudis) hrba juvat 
Nulla meo Circtsa tument tiki pocula versa 
DulciOy fs tn furtas offictosa tuas 
Nulla latet Lubcy quam fraus tibi Jlorea libat 
Fluam rota sub falsis dat mall pda gems 
Nulla verecundum mentstur mella vtnenum 
Captat ab tnsidtis Itnea nulla suts 
Et spleniy if jecori Joins bene paratur istis 
Ah mate cum rebus staret utrumque mets 
Rara est qua ridet nulla est qua pagina prurit 
Nulla salaxy si quid nont habere salts 
Non nudts Veneres necy si jomSy tidus hahetur 
Non nmium Bacchus msfer Apollo fuit 
Nil cui quts putri stt deterquendus ocello 
Est nihil obltqua quod velit ore legi 
Hac eoramy atque oculis legeret Lucretia juiits 
Iret if tlhrsts bine pudor ipse gents 
Nam neque candidior vott ventt aura pudici 
De matutina vtrgtne thura ferens 
Cum vestis nwe vinfla sinusy neve tempera fulgenSy 
Dans Hive fammtohs frtgtda jura comis, 

ReUigtosa pedum senstm vestigia hhranSy 
Ante arcs tandem constilit (s’ tremuit 
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Nec gravts tpsa stio suh ninnnic cnstior halat 
pta non put as sunimovet at a mantis, 

Tam Venus tn nostro non est nimts aurea vetsu 
Tam non sunt puett ttla timcnda dci 
Sicpe puet dtibias at cum me movet at alas , 

Jccit y incettas nostta sub eta faces 
Sape Del ipse sua calatnutn mtht blandus ab ala^ 

V el matt IS eygno de tneltore dedtt. 

Sespe Dioticca: padlus mtht set ta corona : , 

Mens Dates tu^ mtht dt\tt, etis. 

I procul, t cum matte tua^ puer tmptobe^ dixt 
Non tibt cum nutnerts res ittt ulla tneis 
Tu Vetonensi cum passere pulchrtot tins 
BilbihcisDe queas camptiiis esse tnodts. 

Ilk tuos finget quocunque sub agtnine ertnes 
Undtque ncquttns pat etit tile tuts 
Ille ntttits (dtxi) patet tn tua pta:lia campus 
Heu ntmts est Dates ^ titmts tile tuns 
Gleba ilia {ah tua quam tamen utit adult era messts) 
Esset Idutnato germine quanta patens f 
^lantus tbt ^ quantes prenieret Puet ubera Matris 
Nec ecelos Dultu disstmulante suos 
Ejus in tsto ocult sat\s essent sydera Dctsti , 

Sydeteo matris quhn bene tuta stnu I 
Matris ut htc similes tn collttm mitteret ulnas^ 

In^ sinus niDeos pergeret, ore pan • 

Utd gents pueri hesc esquis daret oscula labris I 
Et bene cognatis tret in ota rosts f 
^tis Maries tarn larga meat,^ quam dtscetet tllic 
JjDtda sub pretio gemma tumere suo I 
Staret tbt ante suutn lacrymatrix DtDa Magtstriim 
Seu leDis aura Dolet., sen graDis unda cadat , 
Lumtnts hesc soboles,^ isf ptoles pyxtdts tlla^ 

Pulchrtus unda cadat^ suodius aura Dolet 
^puicqutd in his sordet demum^ luceret tn tilts 
Improbe,, nec sat)s est hunc tamen esse tuum ? 
Improbe cede puer quid emm mea carmtna mulces ? 

Carmtna de jacults muta futura tuts 
Cede puer^ quh te petulantis freena puellee , 

Turpta qua reDocant pensa ptocacts heres , 

^ih miseri mail pulchra nitent mendacta limt , 

^ua cerussates^ furta decora^ genes , 
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mirere rosas^ ahem sydera vens f 
^as mvis baud proprta hruma tedempta domat 
Cede puer {dixt^ ^ deed) cede ttnproha mater 
Altera Cyprti hahet nos j hahet alter Amor 
Scilicet hic Amor est Htc est quoque mater Amoris 
Sed mater niirgo Sed neque cacus Amor 
0 puer f 0 Domtne f o magna reverentia matrts I 
Alme iut stupor lA relhgto gremii I 
0 Amor^ inmcua cut sunt fia jura pharetres 
Nec ntsi de casto corde sagitta calens f 
Me^ fuer^ o certd^ quern figts^ fige sagitth 
0 tua de me stt facta pharetra levis 
fluhdque ilhnc stUt $5? htbtty lA htbit lA sttit usqul , 
Usquk meum stttat pedluSy (A usqub bibat 
Ftge^ Puer^ corda hac Seu spinis extguus quit, 

Seu chvi aut cusptde magnus ades 

Seu major cruce cum tota seu maxmus tpso 
Te eorda hac figts denique Ftge puer 
0 metam bane tuus aternum tnclamavertt arcus 
Stridat in bane teh denstor aura tut 
0 itbi St taculum ferat ala ^eroctor ullum^ 

Hanc haheat trtU vulnerts ire viam 
i^ulque tua populus cunque esty qua turha, pharetra 
Hte bene vulmfcas ntdus halebst aves 
0 mthi sts hello semper tarn savus tn tsto f 
Peblus in hoc nunquam mstsor hostts eas 
QuiPPe ego quam jaceam pugna bene sparsus tn tlld f 
§Julim bene stc lacero peStore sanus ero f 
Hac mea vota Aiet sunt bac quoque vota Itbellt 
Hac tua Sint Lebtor si meus esse volts 
St meus esse voles , meus ut «j, lumtna (LeSlor) 
Casia^ sed o ntmium non tibs stcca precor 
Nam itbt fae madidts meus tile occurrertt alts, 
{Sanguine^ seu laeryma dtfluat tile tua ) 

Suptte totus htans^ clavlsque reclusus &* hastd 
Fens tuus tn fiuvm desidtosus ertt > 

St till sangutneo meus bte tener went amne^ 

Time tuas tllty dure^ ntgabts aquas ? 

Ab durus ^ qutcunque meosy mss siccuSy amores 
Neht y td htc laeryma rtm neget esse sua 
Sape btc Magdalinas vel aquas vel amavertt undas , 
Credo nec Assyrtat mens tua malit opes 



RICHARD CRASHAW 


Scilicet tile tuos ignis recalescet ad tgnes , 

Forsan & ilia tuts unda natabit aquis 
Hk eris ad cunas^ (s’ odoros funere manes 
Hinc tgnes nasci testis^ & indl meos 
Hie mecum^ (s' cum matte sua^ mea gaudta quares 
Matut us Procerum seu stupor esse velit , 

Swe per antra sut lateat (tunc templd) sepulchri 
Tertia lux reducem (lenta sed ilia) dabit 
Sint fidcs pt ecor ah (dices) facilesque tenebra , 

Lux mea dum no£its (res nova !) poscit opem 
Denique charta meo quicqutd mea dicat amori^ 
lilt quo metuat cunque^ jieatve^ modo^ 

Lesta pat inn (dices) hac^ sed neque dulcta non sunt 
Certb (fl amor (dices) hujus amandus erat 

S I nimium hic promitti tibi videtui Leflor bone, pro eo cui satisfaciendo 
libellus iste foturus fuent , scias me in istis non ad haec modo spectare 
qua hic babes, sed ea etiam quae ohm (haec mtenm fovendo) habere 
poteris Nolui enim (si hadlenus deesse amicis meis non potui, flagitantibus 
a me, etiam cum dispendii sui penculo, paterer eos evperin te in tantum 
ravoremque tuum) nolui, inquam, fastidio tuo indulgere Satis hic habes 
quod vel releges ad ferulam suam (neque enim maturiores sibi annos ex his 
aliqua vendicant) vel ut pignus plurium adultiorhmque in sinu tuo 
reponas Ehge tibi ex his utrumvis Me mtenm quod attinet, finis meus 
non fefellit^ Maximum meae ambitionis scopum jamdudum attigi tunc 
nimirum cum qualecunque hoc meum pene infantis Musae murmur ad 
aures istas non ingratum sonuit, quibus neque doifliores mihi de publico 
timere habeo, nec sperare clementiores , adeo ut de tuo jam plausu (dicam 
ingenue & breviter) neque securus sim ultra neque sohcitus Pnus tui, 
quisqms es Ledtoi, apud me reverentia prohibet , de cujus judicio omnia 
possum magna speraie postenus illorum reverentia non sinit, de quorum 
perspicacitate maxima omnia non possum mihi non persuadere Quanquam 
o quam velim tanti me esse in quo patria mea morem istum suum 
deponere veht, genio suo tarn non dignum , istum scilicet quo, suis 
omnibus fastiditis, ea exosculatur unice, quibus trajecisse Alpes & de 
transmanno esse, in pietium cessit ' Sed relictis hisce nimis improbae spei 
votis, convertam me ad magistros Acygnianos, quos scio de novissimis 
meis verbis (quanquam neminem nominarim) iratos me rehquisse bilem 
vero componant , & mihi se hoc debere (ambitioso juveni verbum tarn 
debere, inquam, fateantur quod nimirum m tarn 
nobih argumento, m quo neque ad foetida de suis Sandlis figmenta, neque ad 
putidas de nostns calumnias opus habeant confugere, de tenui hoc meo 
dederim illorum magnitudini unde emineat Emineat vero , (senus dico) 
ciantque me semper se habituros esse sub ea, quam mihi eorum lux major 
attudent, umbra, placidissime acquiescentem 

12 



EPIGRAMMATA 

SACRA 


Luc i8 

Phansaus &. Publicanus 

E N duo Templum adeunt {druersu mentibui ambo ) 
lilt procul ireptdo lutmne stgnat humum 

It gravis hie^ ^ m alta ferox pentsralia tendst 
Plus hahet htc templi plus habit silt Do 

MaTTH 21 7 
In Astnum Chnsti teflorem 

* T Lie suum didiat qu niam ohjurgare magistrum 
X quid m discos tu eelthrare tuum f 

Mirim non minus fity U jam potuisse tacere, 

Ilium quam fuerat turn potumt loqui 
• BALAAMI Asinus. 

Luc 4 

Dominus apud sues vilis 

E A consangutnet ^ patnis en cxul in oris 

Christus ' & baud alibi tarn peregnnus erat 
secio demum pendebat sanguine latro 
0 consanguineus quhm fust tile mag)s ^ 

Joann 5 

Ad Bethesdae piscinam positus 

Q Uis novus hic refugts incumbit Tantalus undis^ 
Quern falht toties tarn Jugitiva salus ? 

Vnde hoc naufragtum felix ^ mediceeq^ procelles ? 
Vitiquiy tempestas quam pretma didst ? 
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RICHARD CRASHAW 


Joann. 20 

Christus ad Thomam. 

Mv a Jides I voluisse meos traSiare dolores ? 

Crudeles digtti I sic didicisse Deuni ? 

Vulnera^ dubites, vis tangere nostro sed eheu^ 
Vulneia^ dum dubitas, tii gravioia facis, 

MAri'H 16 25 

Quisquis perdiderit animam suam mei 
caus^, inveniet earn 

I Vita, /, perdani mihi niois tua, Christe, leperta est 
(Mors tua vita mea est , mors tibi, vita mea') 

Aut ego te abscondam Christi {mea Vita) sepulchro 
Non adeh procul est tertius ille dies 

Joann 20 i 

Primo mane venit ad sepulchrum Magdalena. 

'' i ''U matutinos pravertis, sanSta, rubores, 

X Magdala , sed jam turn Sol tuus ortus erat 

ydmque vetus meiito vanos Sol non agit ortus, 

Et tanti radios non putat esse suos 

^iippe aliquo {rear) ille, novus, jam niStat in astro, 

Et se noSturnd parvus habet faculd. 

^uam velit 0 tantce vel nuntius esse dm I 
Atque novus Soli Lucifer ire novo f 

Joann 6 

Quinque panes ad qumque hommum millia 

N mensce faciles, redivtv&que vulnera coencs, 

V indefessd provocat ora dape I 

AuSta Ceres stupet arcand se crescere messe 
Denique quid restat ? Pascitur ipse cibus. 
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EPIGRAMMATA SACRA 


Act 8 
i^thtops lotus 

I Lk niger tacru txit {qubm lautus ab undts 
Nec fruitra ^thiopem nempe lavare futt 

Mentem quhm ntveam ptcea cutts umbra favebit ^ 
Jam volet U nigros sanda Columba lares 


Luc i8 13 

Publicanus procul stans percutiebat pe(flus suum 

E Cce hic peccator Umtdut petit advena templum , 
^hdque audet solumy peSlora mcetta ferit 

Fide miser j pulsique fores has fortiter tllo 
Inventes templo tu propiore Deum 


Marc 12 44 
Obolum Viduar 

G Utta brevis nummi (vita patrona senilis) 
E digitis stiUat non dubitantis an&s 

Istis multa vagi spumant de gurgite census 
Isti abjecerunt scilicet y Ilia dedit 


Luc 10 39 

Maria verb assidens ad pedes ejus, audiebat cum 

A Spice (namg^ novum est) ut ab hospite pendeat hospes 
Hutc on parat hoc sumit ab ore cibos 

Tine epulis adei es (soror) qffktosa juvandtSy 
Et stms has (inquit) Martha, perire dopes ? 
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RICHARD CRASHAW 

Act 2 

In SpiritOs sancti Dcsccnsum 

I '^Erte stilus^ o feite cadtt vindcmi.i cocli , 

X Sanct^que ab ittheteis volvitin uva jugts 

Felices ninnum^ quets tarn bona inusta bihuntin , 

In qitojinn gtenmim Incida peigit hyems ^ 

En caput f cn ut nectaico micat Cff micat astro ^ 

Gaudet &' in loscts viva coiona conus f 

Illis ip Supei i I qiiis SIC neget ebi ms esse ?) 
lllts^ nl titubent^ dant sua vina faces 

Luc 15. 13. 

Congestis omnibus peregre profcdlus est 

n ic mihi^ quh tantos propci as^ puei auree^ nutnrnos ? 
^iorsum fcstinec conglomerantui opes ^ 

Cur tibi tota vagos nidi ant patrimonia census^ 

Non poterunt siliquae nempe minoris emi ** 

Act. 21 13 

Non solilim vincin sed & mori paratus sum 

N On modh vincla^ sed moi tem tibi^ Chi iste^ siibibo, 
Paulus ait^ doEii callidus aite doli 

Dicer et hoc alitei Tibi non modh velle ligari, 

Chi iste^ sed solvi nempe paratus ei 0 

^ Phil I 23 TJ]v eiridvfiiav ex^ov els ro di’aXvcrai 


Act 12 23 

In Heiodem aricaiXrjKo^pcorov 

I Lie Deus, Deus hesc populi vox unica tantum 
{Vile genus) vermes credeie velle negant 

At cito se miserly cito nunc ertdsse fatentur , 

Carnes degustant^ Ambrosidmyiif putant 
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EPIGRAMMATA SACRA 

Matth 14 

Videns ventum magnum, timuit, &, cum 
ccepisset dcmcrgt, cJamavit, &c 

P Etre.^ cadeSf « dubttat 6 fide nec tpsum 

{Eetri) negat fidn aquer habere fidem 

Ponderc pressa suo tuludunt ctttera solum 
{Petrs') tua tnergtt te levitatis onus 

Act 8 s 8 
Obtuht CIS pecunias 

{Stmon ? 

Q Uerium has hic nummos prefiers ? quorsum, tmpie 
Non tile hic Judas, sed ubt Petrus adest 

Vis emisse Deum t potius iprtcor') hoc age^ Smon^ 

Si potes, tpse pfius damona vende tuum 

Act 5 15 

Umbra S Petri medetur argrotis 

C Onveniunt alacres (sic, sic juvat ire sub umbras) 
Atque umbras fiert {creditis ?) umbra vetat 
0 Petri umbra potent f qua non mtracula prastat ? 

Nunc quoque^ Papa^ tuum sustinet tlla decus 

Marc 7 33, 36 

Tetigit linguam ejus, &c & loquebatur 
prscepic illis n 4 cm dicerent ilh veri 
cb magls praedicabant 

C Hnste, juhet muia ora laqut muta ora loquuntur 
Sana tacere jubes ora , nec tlla tacent 
Si digito tunc usus eras^ muta era resolvent 
Nbnne opus est totA nunc tibi^ ChristCy manu ? 

B 17 
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Luc 10 32 

Sacerdos quidam descendens e^ldem vi^, 
vidit & prseteriit 

O PeBisne {ah 0 placidtsque ocults mea vulnera traBas ? 
o o dolor f 0 noitrts vulnei a vtdneribus f 
Pax oris quhni torva tut est f quam triste serenum I 
Tranquillus miserum qui videt, ipse facit 

Luc 17 

Leprosi mgrati 

I '\Um hnquunt Chustum {ah morbus!) sanantur euntes 
} Ipse etiam morbus sic medicina fuit 

At sant Christum {mens ah malesana !) rehnquunt 
Ipsa etiam morbus sic medicina fuit 

MaiiH 6 34 

soliciti estote m crastinum 

I Miser ^ inque tuas rape non tua tempora cut as 
Et nondum natis perge perire malts 

M'i querulis sat)s una dies^ satis angitur horis 
Una dies lacrymis mi satis uda sms 

Non mihi venturos vacat expectaie dolores 
Nolo egOf nolo hodie crastmus esse miser 

MaiiH 9 9 
A telonio Matthaeus 

A h satlsj ah nnnts est noli ultrh ferre magistrum, 

Et lucro domino turpia colla dare 

yam fuge , jam {Matthcee) fen fuge regna tyranm 
In^ bonam felix 1 fugitive '^'crucem 

« CHRISTI scilicet 



EPIGRAMMATA SACRA 


Luc 7 

Vjduas filius 6 feretro matn rcdditur 

E N rfdeunty lacr^mAi^ breves nova gaudta peasant 
tUa esty uno tn ptgnorey faSia parens 

Fthxy qua mag)s es natt per Junera mater ^ 

Amisisse, tierum eui pepensse ^ust 

Matth tS 

Bonum intrare in coelos cum uno oculo, &c 

U No oculo ? ah tentum petsus mshty mtlha centum 
Fiam quis thty tn coeloy quit sath Argus trtt'> 

Jut ss oeulus mtht tantum unus conceditury unus 
hu oeulus fiatts totus U omnts ego 

Luc 14 

Hydropicus sanatur 

I Fse suum pelaguSy morbique smmersus aquoso 
^it fuity ut latus nunc muat atque levis / 

Fidi^ppe tn Vina tierum Chnstus {puto) transtuht undas 
Et nunc sste suis ebrius est ab aquis 

Luc 2 7 

Non erat us in diversorio locus 

I Lit non locus est ? Ilium ergo pelhtts ? Ilium ? 
lilt Deus, qutm sic pelbtis tile Deus 

0 furor / bumant mtracula sava furons ^ 
lilt non locus esty quo sine nec locut est 



RICHARD CRASHAW 


Luc 1 6 

In lacrymas Lazari sprctas h Divite. 

6 f lacrynns (o Lazare) dttior tsUs^ 
^lam qut pm piireas tt gravts inter opes • 

Ilium cum rutili nova purpura vestiet tgnts^ 

Ilk tuas lacrymas quam volet esse suas I 


Matth. 26. 65. 


Indignatur Caiphas Christo se confitcnti 


I "t/ Christum^ Chusium quid non ncgai esse^ laccssis 
X Ipsitis hoc crimen^ quod futt ipse, fuit. 


Tene Sacerdotem credam ? Novus tile Sacerdos, 
Per quern impunh Deo non licet esse Deum. 


Joann. 12. 37 

Ciim tot signa edidisset, non credebant in eum. 

N On tibi, Chitste, jidem tua tot mtracula presstant 
(0 verbiy b dextree dulcta regna tua: •) 

Non prcestant P neque te post tot mtracula credunt ? 
Mtrad lum^ qut non credtdit^ ipse futt 

Marc i. 16. 

Ad S Andream piscatorem 

Q Utppe potes pulchre capture bff fallere ptsces I 
Centum tllic dtscts lubrtcus tre dolts 

Heus bone ptscator ' tendtt sua retia Chnstus ' 

Artem tnverte^ et jam tu quoque dtsce capt 
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EPIGRAMMATA SACRA 


Joann i ^3 
Ego sum vox &c 

V Ox ego sum, ^tcts tu ve^ es^ saniJe Joannes ^ 

St vox eSy gemtor cur tthi mutus erat ? 
hta tut fuerant quam mira stlentia patrts ^ 

Vocem nan babuit tunc quoque cum genutt 

Act 12 

Vincula sponte dccidunt 

Q Ut ferro Petrum cumulate durissme custosy 
A ferro dtsces molhor esse tuo 

Eece fluity nodlsque suss evolvitur ultra 
1 fatuey £5* vine iis vincula pone tuis 

In dtem emmum Sanctorum 
Re\ 7 3 

Ni Isdite cerram, neque mare, neque arbores, 
quousque obsignavenmus servos Dei 
nostn 10 frontibus suts 

N Usqua mmiUs agat ventus sua murmura , nusqua 
Sylva trematy crtsfis solbcitata camts 
Mqua Thetis placid} allabens ferat ascula Terra 
Terra suos Thetidi pandat arnica sinus 
Undtque Pax effitsa pus valet aurea penniSy 
Front bona dum stgno est quaque notata suo 
Ah quid in hoc opus est stgnts aliunde petendis f 
Frans bona sat lacrymts quaque notata suis 

In die Conjurationis sulphurecC 

Q Uhm bene dtspostits annus dat currere festis I 

Post Omnes Sandlos, Omne scelus sequitur 
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Dcus sub utero virginis. 

I " Cce tuus, Natura, pater * pater htc tuiis^ htc est * 
Ille, uteuis matits quern tenet j tile pater 

Pellibus exiguis ardlatur Films ingcns, 

Quern tu non totum {crede) nee tpsa capis. 

^lanta utett^ Regina^ tut jcveientta tecum est^ 

Dum jacet hic^ cetdo sub btevtote^ Dtus^ 

Conseta dtvtno gUscunt pteccotdta motu 
(^Nec velnt atheteos sanRm aura polos') 

^latn bene sub tefto ttbt conetptunUn eodem 
FotOj & (vota cut conetptenda) Dcus • 

^lod nubes aha^ ^ tanti super atria cccli 
^^esrunt^ tnventent hoc tua vota domi 

0 felix anima hecc^ qua: tarn sua gaudta tangii • 

ShZ> conclave suo cut suits tgnts adcst 

Cot pus amet {licet) ilia suiim^ neque sydeia maltt 
^lod vindlum est aliis^ hoc habet tlla domutn 

Sola jaces, neque sola , tot o quocunque t ecumbis^ 

Illo estis positi tiique tuusque toto 

Immo ubi casta tuo posita es cum conjuge conjunx, 

(^lod mtrum mag)s est) es tuns ipsa torus 

Act 7. 16. 

Ad Judaeos ma(9:atores Stephani 

I ^Rustra ilium tncrepitant^ frusti a vaga saxa nec tilt 
X Grandtnts {heu sesvee^) dura procella meet 

Ista potest tolerat e , potest nescit e sed tlltj 
^i(S sunt tn vestro peSiorCy saxa nocent 

Rev. I 9. 

D. Joannes m exilio 

Xuby Amor Chnsti est Christum tatnen invenit exul 
y Et solitos tllic invenit tile sinus 

Ah longOy cetetno ah terras indictte nobis 
ExtltOy Chnsti St sinus exilium est 



EPIGRAMMATA SACRA 


Matth 1 

Ad Infantes Martyres 

F UndtU rtdentes anmas » e^ndite carlo 

Discet thi vtjtra {o quam hene *) hngua loqux 

Nec 10S lac vestrum ^ mattrnos quetnie fontes 
voi expeEiat laftea tota via at 

Luc 2 

Quxnc Jesum suum beata Virgo 

A i/, rtdeai misera:^ redeat {putr alme) parenti , 
Jhy neque te ccelis tarn citi rcdde tws 

Coelum nostra tuum futrtnt o hraehsOy st te 
Nostra suum poterunt brachta ferre Dcum 

Matth 8 

Non sum dignus ut sub tc£la mea venias 

I N tua teSla Deus ventet tuus baud sintt tUud 
Et pudory atque humtlt tn peElore ceha fidts 

Ilium ergh acctptes quoniam non accipis ergh 
In te jam ventety non tua tcfla, Deus 

Matth 27 12 

Chnstus accusatus nihil respondit 

N il ait 0 sanEta pretiosa stlentta lingua ^ 
Ponderts 6 quants ra nihil i/lud erat f 

Ille olimy verbum qut dixit, ^ omnia fecit, 
Verbum non dicens omnia nunc reficit 



RICHARD CRASHAW 


Luc 2. 

Nunc dinuttis. 

Pisne vicas tandem crgh met tenner c lacet ti ? 

O bihnnt oculos lumtna nostt a tuos ? 

Ergh hihant , posthitque tiovam spcrat c juventam 
0 possint scntt non memtnissc snt I 

Inwio mthi potim mitem mots tnduat umbram 
(^Esse sub his oculis st tamcn umbra potest) 

Ah satis est. Ego te vtdt (puet autee) vtdi 
Nil post te^ nisi tc (Christe) vtdere volo 

Luc 8. 

Verbum inter spinas. 

^ Mpe Dei verbum sentes cadit intet , & atrum 
vj Miscet spina proeax (ah malh junSia I) latus 

Credo quidem nam sic spinas ah scilicet intet 
Ipse Deus Verbum tu quoque (Christe) cadis 

Luc. 14 5. 

’ Judaicum, 

Sabbatum • & 

Chnstianum 

R Es eadem vario quantum distinguitur usu • 

Nostra homme servant sabbata , vestra bovc 

Observent igitur (pa^o quid justius isto ?) 

Sabbata nostra homines, sabbata vestra boves. 

Matth 10 52 

Ad verbum Dei sanatur cascus 

C Hriste^ loquutus etas (6 sacra licentia verbt I) 
Jdmque novus ccsci Jliixit in ora dies 

Jam^ credo y ^Nemo est, sicut Tu, Christ e^ loquutus 
Auribus ^ tmmo oculis, Christe^ loquutus eras 
^ Joann 7 46 
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EPIGRAMMATA SACRA 


Mattii 1 1 
Onus meum Ic»e cst 

E Sse itvit quieimque tsles^ etius accif'f Chrutt 
jila tuti humtrttf non enusy tllud ent 

Chnsti onus an qu/rrts quam f///] grave ^ sctUeety audty 
^Tam gravty ut ad summot te premat usque polss 


Joann 6 

Miraculum qutnque panum 

E Cee vagi venst undo csht , vemt indole sacrd 
FertiSy iif sn dentes fertshs tnnumeros 

Stands erat tnvtl7<r tarn sanSia licentsa eotna ? 
Ilia famem popuU pasctty W tHa fidcm 


Joann 8 52 

Nunc scimus te habere dzmonium 

A Vt DeuSy aut saltern dtrmon ttbs nottor essety 

{Gens mala) qua dttss damona habere Deum 

Igrtorasse Deum feterasy $ taca sed oroy 
Bt patrem poteras tarn mall nasse tuum F 


In beatae Virginis verecundiam 

I N gremtOy quarts, cur stc sua lumina Virgo 
Fonat ? ubt melius poneret tlla, precor F 

O ubiy quhm caelo, meltus sua lumina ponat ? 
Despiaty at ccelum sic tamen ilia videt 
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In vulnera Dci pendentis 

O Fiontii^ laiens^ fnanuhtnq, peclhmque entires ' 

0 qiiec pur put eo furnnia forrte patent / 

In nostram {xit quondam') pes non valet ire salutem^ 

Sed natat , tn Jiuvtis {ah <) natat tile suts 

Fixa mantis, clat, fixa ptos bona dtxtcr a roris 
Donat, ^ in donum solvttur tpsa suuni 

0 latus, 6 torrens^ quts entm toirintior exit 
Ntlus, uht proms pr eceipitatur aqttis ? 

Milk iff milk stniul cadit iff cadtt undique gutt)s 
Frons vidcn' ut sa.vus pur pur tt ora pudor ? 

Sptnm hte irngutv Jlorcnt crudcliter trnbr c, 

In^ novas operant protinus trr rosas 

^itsque eapt lilts it extguo terier alveus arnne, 

Hoe quasi dc rubro nvultis oceano 

0 nirnmrn vivje prttiosis amnihus undse ^ 

Fons vits nunquarn vertor ilk fuit 

Matth 9 1 1 

Quare cum Pubhcanis manducat Magister vester ? 

1 ^'' Rgo istis SQCiurn se pcecator thus addit ? 
j Ergh istis sacr urn non negat ilk latus ? 

Fu, Pharisme, rogas Jesus cur feterit istud ? 

Ncs dtcam Jesus, non Phansaeus, er at 

Matth 28 

Ecce locus ubi jacuit Dommus 

I Psum, Ipsum {precor) 0 potiiis tnthi (condide) rnonsti a 
Ipsi, Ipsi, 0 lacryrms oro sit ire meis 

Si monstrare locum sath est, iff dicer e nohis, 

En, Maria, hic tuus en, hic jacuit Dommus , 

Ipsa ulnas monstrare meas, i^ dicere possum, 

En, Maria, hic tuus en, hic jacuit Dommus 
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Luc 17 
Leprosi ingrati 

L £x mbit tx himinum catu procul ire leprosos 
Jt mundi d Chnsto eur ahtere pracidi 
Non ahitf ai sedes taatum mutajit in ilUi , 

Et lepreii qua futrat carport^ rnente stdet 
Ste igitur dtgnh vitt res variatur ^ Isi a te 

procul anti homines^ nunc habueie Deum 


Joann 20 

In cicatrices quas Cbnstus habct in se adhuc superstites 

/"^Uicqutd spina proeaxy vel ttyh chvus aeutOy 
^ncqutd purpureA scnpterat hasta wj/o, 

Vivit adhue tecum sed jam tua vulnera non sunt 
Non, sed vulneribus sunt medicina tneis 


Act s 

iEger implorat umbram D Petn 

P EtrCy tua lateam pauUsper {Petre) sub umbra 
bie mea me quarent fatUy nec invenient 

Umbra dabtt tua posse meum me cernere solem , 
Et mea lux umbra sic erit umbra tua 


Luc 24 39 

Quid turbati estis? Vidcte manus meas A 
pedes, quia ego ipse sum 

E N mCy id signa mety quondam mea vulnera ^ certly 
Vos nisi credetsSy xulnera sunt id adhuc 
0 nunc ergh fidem snnent mea vulnera vestram 
0 mea nunc sanet vulneia vestra fides 
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Act. 12. 

In vincula Petro sponte delapsa, & apertas fores. 

I ^Ern non meminit fen tun se vincula Petro 
Dissimulant nescit caicer habeie fores. 

^lani bene liber erit^ career quern liberat ^ ipsa 
Vincula quern solvunt, quam bene tutus ent^ 

Act 19. 12 

Deferebantur a corpore ejus sudana, &c. 

I Mperiosa premunt morbos, & feirca fati 
fura ligant.^ Pauli lintea taSia nianu 

Unde hac felicis laus est & gloi la lini ^ 

Hcsc {reor) b Lachesis pensa fuire colo. 

Joann 15 

Christus Vitis ad Vinitorem Patrem 

1 ^' N serpit tua.^ purpurea tua palmite vitis 
j Serpit, & {ah spretis it per humum foliis 

Tm viti succurre tuce, mi Vinitor tngens 

Da fulcrum , fulcrum da mihi quale ? crucem 

Act 26 28 

Pene persuades mihi ut fiam Chnstianus. 

F Ene ? quid hoc pene est ? Vicinia seeva salutis f 
0 quam tu malus es proximitate bom ^ 

Ah I portu qui teste pent, bis naufragus ille est , 
Hum non tarn pelagus, quam sua terra premit 

^pxee nobis spes vix absunt, crudelihs absunt 
Pend fui felix, Emphasis est mtseri 
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Joann 3 19 

Lux venit m mundum, sed ddeverunt homines 
magls tcnebras quiim luccm 

L Uce suS vemt ecce Dms^ mundique rifulget , 
Ptrgtt adhuc tenehras mundus amare suas 

At tgttur mundut damnabitur umbra 

Ptrgit adhuc Unehrat mundut amare suat} 


Luc 16 

Div'es implorat guttam 

O Mtht St digtio tremat tremat untca summa 
Gutta f S u fiammas muUeat una meat ^ 

Currat opum quocunque volet leva undo mearum 
Una miht hae detur gemmuta^ Dives ero 


Joann 3 4 

Quomodo potest homo gignt qui esc senex t 

D /r, Phoenix unde tn nitidos novut emicat annot 
Plaudit y elufos aurea penna regos ? 

^a colubrum dolus inunuat per seeula retre^ 

Et juhet ementum luxurtare latus ? 

Cur rostra pereunte tuam pradata seneSlam 
7 orva ales, raptdo plus legit ore diem ? 

Immo, sed ad mxus qu<r stat LMCina secundosl 
Natales seros unde senex haheat 

Ignoras, Phartsae ? sat est jam credere daces 
Dimidium Hdei, qui bene nescit, habet 
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Marc, ii 13. 

Arbor Christi jussu arcsccns 

I Lie jubct piocul tie vm^ tnra glona^ latnt 
Nulla vocct nosiras ampliin aura comas 

lie , nec 0 pigeat nam vos iicquc fultnuus 11 a^ 

Ncc ijucis ala Noti vet her at Illc jubct, 

0 <vox^ $ Zephyr 0 vcl sic quoque dulctor orimt^ 

Non possum Auturnno nohtltore fiui 

Luc I 12 

Zachanas minus credcns 

I Nfantis fore tc patnrn^ res mir a vulctur , 

Infans inter ea f actus es ipse pater 

Et dim proniisst signum {riirnis anxie) qutvriSy 
Jam rust per signum queer ere nulla potes 

Joann 3 

In aquam baptismi Dominici 

I '^elix 0, sacros cut sic licet tie per artus ^ 

X Felix I dum lavat biinc^ ipsa lavatur aqua 

Gutta quidern sacros quaciinqite per arnbulat artusj 
Dum nianet hic^ gerna est , dum cadit hinCj lacryma 

Luc 13 II 

Mulieri mcuivatse medetur Dominus, 
mdignante Archisynagogo. 

I N proprtos repheata sinus quee repserat^ £sf jam 
Daemonis {infelix ’) nil nisi nodus erat^ 

Solvitur ad digitum Domini sed stri^lior tllo 
Unicus est nodus , cor^ Phai tscee^ tuum 
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MaTTH 22 46 

Neque ausus fuit quisquam cx ]]lo die eutn 
amplms interrogare 

C Hritte., malas fraudtt^ Phartsatca nitOy fallii 
Et mtseres tacro dis utit are dales 

Ergh tacent tandem^ atque tnvtta sslentia servant 
*ram bent non oltter it potuert loqui 

Matth 20 20 
S Joannes matn sux 

O Miht (ur dertram, nsatery rwr, oroy smistram 
PesctSy ah effieto mater intqua tuo\ 

Nolo manum Chnsu dextram nsthiy neh smistram 
Tam procul a sacra non Ubet esse sinu 

Matth 4 

Si Filius Dei es, dejice te 

N I se dcjtciat Chrtstus de vertue Templty 
Non credos quid sit Filius tlU Dei 

At mox te humano de pelore dejictt heus tUy 
Non crtdes quhd sit Filius tile Dei ? 

Luc 19 41 

Dominus Hens ad Judasos 

D lscite IDS mtserty vementes dtscite fiammas 
Nec factte 0 lacrymas sic peritsse meat 

Nec periisse tamen poterunt mthi creditCy vesiras 
Fel reprmet fiammas hac aquuy vel faciet 
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Luc. i8. II. 

Nec velut hic Publicanus 

I Stum ? vtle caput ^ quantum mtht gratulor^ tnquis 
Istum qtihd novi tarn miht dtssimilem ^ 

Vtln at iste abut sactts acceptior arts 
I nunc^ & jadies hunc Ubi dissimilem. 


Act 9 3 

In Saulum fulgore nimio excsecatum. 

Q TJce lucts tenebrte ? qu^e nox est tsta dm ? 

Nox mva^ quam ntmtt lumtnts umbra facit • 

An Saulus fuerit ceecus^ vtx dicere possum , 

Hoc scio^ quod captus lumine Saulus erat. 


Luc. 10. 23 

Beati oculi qui vident 

Um Christus nostris that mitissimus oris, 
y Atque novum ccecos jussit habere diem, 

Felices, oculus qui tunc habiiere, vocantur ? 
Felices, iA qui non habutre, voco 


Luc. 7 15 

Films i feretro main redditur 

I '^Fghne tarn subitd potuit vice jiebilis horror 
V In natahtia candidus ire toga ? 

i^uos vidi, matris gemitus hos esse dolentis 
Credideram , gemitus parturientis erant. 
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Matth II ^5 
In seculi sapientes 

E Rgine dehtiQi factt^ iff stbt plaudit ab alto 
Stultitia', ut veht bdc anibitione feti ^ 
DiffictlUne adeh faSIa est^ serta tandem ^ 

Ergh iff in hanc etiam ijuts sipuisse potest ? 

7 antum erat^ ut possst tibi doctor esse rutna ? 

I'ants sgitur cerebri reSy pentsSCy fiat ? 

Nil opus tngento mhl hdc opus Arte /iirons 
Ssmpltetus patens scilicet esse miser 

Luc 4 29 

In judzeos Christum prsecspitarc conantes 

D lcttCy qua tanta est seelens fiducia vestri ^ 

^ad nequut damony td volutsse scelus ? 

Quod nequut daman scelusy td volume patrare I 
Hoc tentare ipsum dxmona (credo) fuit 

Rev 7 9 

In Draconem prxcipitem 

I Frustra truculente tuas procul aurea rtdent 
Astra minaSy cash jam bene tuta sue 
Time igitur ccelum super ire atque astra parabas f 
Ascensu tanio non opus ad barathrum 

Luc 2 

Beata; Virgini credenti 

(qwd tmm faceres?) sed lA hac quoq credit 
Hac uteri credts dulcia monstra tut 
En fideiy ReginOy tua digntsstma merce 
Ftda Dei fueras filsa mater ens 
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Marc 12 . 

Licetne Caisan censum dare ? 

J _)Ost tot Saibntim (Chnstr) iti te pjetha, tandem 
Ipse vemt Cmsar Cmsni in anna vant 

Pugnant temhtlrs non Ctvsans cnsc^ scd cnse 
Cevsaie quin Cmsar vinccns ipse tamen 

Hoc quoque tu conscnhe tms^ Auguste^ tniimphis 
Sic vinci dtgnus quts nisi Cctsai erai ? 

Matth. 9 

In tibicines & turbam tumultuantem 
circa defundlam 

V Ani^ quid sticpitis^ nam^ quamvh *dormiat ;//o, 
Hon tamen h somno est sic levocanda suo 

ExpeSiat solos Christi sopor iste susutros 
Dormit, ncc dormit omnibus ilia tamen 

Vers 24 Non enim mortua cst puella, sed dormit 

Matth 6 19 
Piscatores vocati 

T Udite jam pieces seem a per ctqnoi a pieces 
V Nos quoque {sed varia sub i atione) sumiis 

Non potuisse capi, vobis spes una salutis 
Una solus nobis est, potuisse capi 

Marc 12 
Date Cassari 

C UnSta Deo dehentur habet tamen & sua Casar , 
Nec minus indh Deo est^ si sua Ccesai habet 

Non minus indl Deo est^ solio si cectera dantur 
Ccssai eo^ Ccesar cum datur ipse Deo 
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MaTTH 21 7 
Domtnus asmo vchitur 

I Lh igsiur vtlem tty te dtgnatur aseUumy 
O non veSiurd non htnt dtgne tud? 

Heu qmhui baud pugnat ChnsU pattertUa monstrts? 
HoCy quid lie fertur, hoc quoque ferre futt 

Luc 21 27 

Videbunt Filium hommis vcnientem m nube 

I mmo veni altrm {p Chrute) acetngere currusy 
Inq^ triumphah nuhe coruicus adei 
Nubtm quarn ^ eruni noitra {ah f) sujptrta nubes 
Aut lol in nubtm it dabtt ipse iuam 

Joann 20 

Nist digitum immjsero, &c 

I Mpms ergh iterum davos? tterum mpius hastam? 

Et totum digitus triste revolvet opus? 

Time igitur Christum {Thomd) qui vjvere credos, 

Tu Christum faceres (ah irucuUnte^) mon? 

Act 8 

Ad Judaos madlatores S Stephani 

Q Uid datis (ah mtseri ^ saxts nolentibus iras ? 

^id ntmis in tragicum pracipitatis opus? 

In mortem Stephans it dant iivuita ltd illi 
Occiso faciunt sponte sud tumulum 

Sanfto Joanni, dileflo discipuio 

T U fruere augusUq sinu caput abde (quod 0 turn 
Nollet in atrrna se posuisse rosa) 

Tu fruere id sacra dum te sic pedtore fortat, 

0 sat erit tergo me potume vehi 


C 2 
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Matth. 2 

In laftcntcs Marty res 

V Vine} a naioiiim qui •vulit^ uhera fnatrum, 

Per pueios Jltivm {erh^) sittntl ire suts. 

Sic pueros quisgtits vtdii^ dubiiavit^ an illoi 
Liha cceloiurn dicer et^ anne rosas. 

Matth. i 23 
Deus nobiscum 

N Obiscum Deus vestiurri hoc est (Jrci rnihi vestrum 
Vobiscum Deus «/, 6 auni atque boves 

Nobiscum non est narri nos dornus aurca siirnit 
Nobiscum Deus est, fsf jacct in stabulo ? 

Hoc igitm nostrum ut fiat {dukissime jesu) 

Nos dandt stabulis, vcl tibi danda domus 

Chnstus circumcisus ad Patrem 

n as cn pumitias nostice {Pater) accipc mortis, 

{Pitarn ex quo suinpsi, vwerc dcdidtct) 

Ira {Pater) tua de phivid gust aver it ist^ . 

Ohm ibit Jluviis hoc latus ovine suis 

Tunc sitiat licet ^sf sitiat, bibct ^ hihet usqui 
Pune potent toto fontc super ba frui 

Nunc hastse inter ea possit pr aludere culter 
Indolis in poerias spes crit ista niece 

In Epiphaniam Domini 

N On solith contenta dies face lucis Eoes, 

Ecce micat radiis carsariata novis 

Persa sagax, pr opera discurre per ardua Regum 
PeSta, per auratas marrrior easque dornus 

^icsre 0 , quee mtepuit Regince purpura partu, 

Principe vagitu quee domus insonuit 

Audin’ Persa sagax'^ Qui tanta negotia coelo 
Fecit, Bethlemiis vagiit in stabulis 
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Luc 2 49 

Ecce quxrebamus tc, &.c 

T E quars muera^ quaro tu nunc quoque traSlas 
Res Patns Pater est umca cura uht 

S^tppe quhd ad pcenoi tantum tot nomina mortts.^ 

Ad luSium lacryntas {hit mthi^) mater ego 

Joann 2 

Aquas m vinum versjc 

U Nde rubor tff non sua purpura l^mphts? 

^es rosa mtrantes tarn nova mutat aquas^ 

Numen (convtva) prasens agnoscite Numen 
N^m^a^udica Deum vtdtt^ &c erubuit 

Matth 8 13 

Absenti Centurionis filio Domtnus absens medetur 

Q Uam tactUs mopina salm tlhhttur altt ^ 

AltSj quas till vox tua, Chnste^ dedit 

^am longas vox ista manus habet^ hecc medictna 
Absens, & prassens hac medicma fuit 

Marc 4 40 
Quid timidi estis? 

T Anqua illi tnsanus faceret sua fulmina ventus f 
Tanquam ilh scopulos nortt habere /return ^ 

Vot veitri scopuhj vos estis ventus ^ undo 
Nau/ragtum cum illo qui metutt^ meruit 
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Luc 2 

Nunc dimittis, 

I Te tnci {quid enim ultcitiis^ quid vultis?) ocelli ' 

Lcnitci ohdu6iis tie supcnihis. 

Immo y adhuc ^ adhuc, iterhinq, ttcrimq, videte, 
Accipite hecc toils lumina lummibus 

JAmque itc , & tutis o vos bene claudite vnllis 
Set vote hecc toils lumina lumtntbus 

Primum est^ quhd point te {Christe') videte secundum^ 

TV viso^ tedia jam point sse moti 

Matth 13 24 
In segetem sacram. 

1 ^'' Cce suatn vtiplot at^ detnisso vet ticc^ falcem 
j Tu segfii falcem da {Paiet alttie) suam 

Tu falcem not das? messem tu {Christe) mot at is ^ 

Hoc tpsum falx est hac mot a tnessis erit 

Luc. 7. 37 

Coepit lacrymis ngare pedes ejus, & capillis extergebat 

U Hda sact as sotdes lambit placidissima flavee 
Lanibit hanc undatti lucida famttia comes 

Ilia per has sotdes it purtor unda, simhlque 
Ille per has lucet purior ignis aquas 

Luc 18 41 
Quid VIS tibi faciam^ 

Q Uid volo {Christe) togas ? quippe ah voloj Cht iste, videre 
^itppe ah te {dulcis Christe) viewer e volo 

At video , fideique ocults te nunc quoque figo 
Est mihij quee nunquam est non oculata, fides 

Sed quamvls videam, tamen ah volo {Christe) videre 
Sed quoniam video {Chtiste) videre volo 
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Matth 15 21 

Chnstus mulieri Canaane® difficilior 


\ TT pretium factat donoy donare recusas 
V Usquh rogat supplexy tu tamen usqui negas 


Hoc etiam donare frtt donare negare 
S£pe dedit, quisquis sspe negata dedit 


Luc II 27 

Beatus venter & ubera, &c 

E T quid St biheret Jesus vel ab uhere vestro^ 

Quid factt ad vestranty qu^d hihit tlky sstm ? 

Ubera mox sua ^ Htc (0 qudm non la^ea^) pandet 
£ nato Mater turn bibet tpsa suo 


Joann 15 i 
In Christum Vitem 

U Lmum vitis amat (guippe est £3* m arbore fiamoy 
^am fovet in vtridi peSlore blandus amor ) 

lllam ex arbortbus cunSIts tu (Vitis) amastiy 
Illamy quacunque esty qute crucis arbor erat 


Joann 16 20 
Vos flebitis & lamentabimini 

E Rgi mthi salvete met mea gaudia tuSlus 

^am charum (c Deus) est hoc mths fiere meum * 

Flerem ni Jierem Solus tu (dulcis lefu) 

Laetitiam donas tunc quoque quando negas 
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Joann io 

In gregem Chnsti Pastons 

O Gm, 6 7it77itu7n tanto Pastor e bentiis^ 

0 tibi su7it ta7ito pasma dig7ia g7Cge^ 

Nb 71071 dig7ia fo7C7it ta7iio giegc pascua^ Cbnstus 
Ipse suo est Pastor, pascuum hi ipse giegi 


In vulnera pendcntis Domini 

Ive oculos, swe ora vocem tua vulne7ai certb 
Undtque stmt 07 a (heuf) tmdique simt ocult 

Ecce 07 a I 0 nt77iiu7n 7 0 seis jioientia lab7ts^ 

Ecce ocult I Sicvis ah rttadidt lacrytiits ^ 

Magdala^ qua; lactytttas soltta es^ qua: bast a sacro 
Ferre pedt^ sacro de pede stnne vtces 

Ora peek stia stmt^ tua qtih tibi basta teddat 
teddat lacryntas scilicet est oculus 


Marc 2 

Paralyticus convalescens 

C Hristum^ quid mtseio facilts peccata remtttit^ 
Scrtbce blasphemum dtceie non dubitant 

Hoc scelus ut pttniurn Pat alyttcus audiit , ira 
Impatiens^ ledtum sustulit atque abut 


Joann 8 59 

Tunc sustulerunt lapides 

^ Axa ? till ? quid tarn feedt voluet e furores ? 
i^utd sibt de saxts hi voluere suts^ 

Itidolem^ y anttqui agnosco vestigia patris 
Panem de saxis hi voluet e suis 
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In rcsurre^Iionem Domini 

N Jscerts^ enf tedmque tuus (Rex auree) mundus^ 
Tecum *vjrgineo nascttitr ^ tumuh 
Tecum tn natales properat naturu secundos^ 

Atque novam vttam te no%ut orbts hahet 
Ex vita {Zol alme) ttia vttam omnia sumunt 
Nti certb^ rust morsy cogitur tnde more 
At certb neque mors nempe ut queat tUa sepulchro 
(Chrtste) tuo condiy mars volet ipsa mart 
• Joann 19 41 v & ovfiivtn axihtts rtGrj 

Matth 28 17 
Aliqui \er6 dubitabanr 

S Ctheet lA tellus *clubitat tremehunda sed tpsum hocy 
tellus dubitaty vos dubttate vetat 
Ipst custodes vobtSy si quceritiSy illud 

Hoc tpso dicunty *<iJcere qu6d nequeunt 
• Vers 3 o t<r^Of <y fT yas 

• Vers 4 tv vBrjvay rijpov r e ko ty yovro yt pa 
Joann 20 20 

In vulnerum vestigia qu* ostendit Dominus, 
ad frrmandam suorum fidem 

H is aculis (nec adhuc clausts coiere fenestrts) 

Invigilans nobis est tuus usus amor 
Hts ocuhs nos cermt amor tuus his lA amorem 
(Christe') tuum gaudet cernere nostra fides 

Loc 17 19 

Mittit Joannes qui quarrant k Christo, an is sit 

T U qui adeh tmpaitens properhsii agnoscere Christum 
Tunc cum claustra uteri te tenuere fur, 

Tuy quts sit ChnstuSy rogitas^ lA qutsns ab 
Hoc ithi vel mutus dicere quisque potest 
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Joann. i8. io. 

In Petrum auricidanr* 

O Vantimcunque fa ox turn bic {Petre) fiihmyiat ensts^ 
Tu itbt jam pttgnas {o hone) non Domino 

^ • 

Scilicet in mtsa am finis implacidissimus ainem^ 

Perfidiic testis nl queat esse tine 


Marc 3. 

Manus arefadla sanatur. 

I ^Elix^ ergh tuec speSlas natalia dextreSy 
JL modh spehanti fiehile funus erat 

^fuee nec in externos modh dextera profuit usiiSy 
Certh a It ilia tuec jam manus ^ fidei 

Matth. 27 24 

In Pentium mal6 lautum 

I Lla manus lavat undo tuasy vanissime Judex 
Ah tamen ilia scelus non lavat unda tunm 

Nulla scelus lavet unda tuum vel si lavet ullay 
0 volet ex oculis ilia venire tins, 

Matth 17 27 
In piscem dotatum 

'' I ''17 piscem siy ChristCy veliSy venit eccey stdimque 
X Fcrt pretium tanti est vel perttsse tibi 

Christey foro tibi non opus est, addteer e nummos 
Non opus est ipsum se tibi piscis emet 
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Joann i6 33 
Ego vici mundum 

T U contra mundum dux /s tncus^ opUtne ^esu? 

At tu (me mtserumf) dux mens ipse jaces 
5/ /Kj dux meui^ ipse jauSy spes ulla salutis t 
ImmOy nt jaceas tUy miht nulla salus 

In ascensionem Dominicam 

V Adtt ilo^) per aperta sut penetralia ccelt 
// ccelOy tsf ttslum fundit ab ore novum 
Spargitur ante pedeSy iA toto sidere pronus 
yam propius Solis Sol biitt ora sut 
At fratr) dehere negans sua lumtna Phceboy 
Aurea de Phcebo jam mehore redit 
HoSy de te vidto, tu das {Pater) tpse tnumphos 
Unde triumpharesj quts saiU alter erat? 

In descensum Spirit^s san^ii 

J Am call ctrcum tonutt fragor armOy mtn&squt 
Turbtda cum flammis mista ferebat hyems 

Exclamat Judaus atrox Venit ecce nefandiSy 
Ecce venit menu fulmmis tra memor 
Verum uhi composito sedit fax blandior astroy 
Flammdque non lasas Iambi t arnica comas y 
fudaiSy fulmen quta falsum apparuit essCy 
Hoc Ipso verum nomine fulmen erat 

Joann 3 16 

Sic dilexit mundum Deus, ut Filium morti traderet 

A h nimts esty ilium nostra vel tradere vita 
Guttula quod facerety cur facit oceanus? 

Unde (*f luxuriare potesty habet hmc mea vita 
Ampli id magntfci mors habet unde mart 
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Luc. 14 19. 

Juga bourn emi 

A d coenam voco te {domint quod jussa volebani) 
Tu miht^ nescio quoSj dim {inepte) boves. 

Imh vale^ nobis nec digne nec utilis hospes ^ 

Ccena tuos (aedo) maht habeie boves. 


Act 14. 

D Paulum, verbo sanantem claudum, pro 
Mercuno Lystres adorant 

Q Uis 'Tagus hiCj quae PaSioli nova volviiw unda^ 
Non hominis vox est heec Deus ille, Deus 

Salve^ mortales nimihm dignate penates f 
Dtgna Deo soboles, digna tonante Deo f 

0 salve f quid enim (alme) iuos latuisse volebas ? 

Te dicit certb vel tua lingua Deum 

Laudem banc baud miror Meruit facundus haberi, 
Qui claudo promptos suasit habere pedes 


In S Columbam ad Christi caput sedentem 

\Ji sacra sydered volucns suspenditur aid ? 

X Nunc nive plus ntveum cm dabit ilia pedem ? 

Cbriste^ tuo capiti totis se desiinat auris^ 

^ua ludit densce blandior umbra comas 

lllic arcano quid non tibi murmui e narrat ^ 
lM.urmure mortales non imitante sonos) 

Sola avis base nido hoc non est indigna cubare 
Solus nidus hic est hdc bene digniis ave 
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Act 12 

In fores Divo Petro spontc apertas 

Q Utd juvit clautifte foret {bone janttor) tstas? 
Et Peire claves jam hquet esse suas 

Zljffi, Zpontt patent Petrs ergi hoc scilicet ipsum 
Est elaviSf Petro clave quhd baud opus est 


Luc IS 2 

Murmurabant Pharisjei, dtcentes, Recipit 
peccatores A comedit cum illis 

A h mallf qufsquts is estj pereat^ qui scilicet tstts 
Convivam (taivus^) non unit esse suum 
Utis eum Chnstus tonviva odjun^tury uits 
0 non convtva est Chnstus^ at ipse cibus 

Matth 15 
In trabem Pbansaicam 

C Edantf quecy rerum st quid tenue atq minutum esty 
Posse acie certd figere^ vttra dabunt 
Artis opus Miraff Phartseeo en optica trabs esty 
Ipsum {vera loquor) quS videt tile nihil 


Joann 9 22 

Constituerunt ut si quis confiteretur eum esse 
Christum, synagog^ moveretur 

I NfehXy Christum reus « qutcunque calends f 
0 reus tnfehx^ quam tua culpa gravts^ 

Tu summts igtiur, summts damnabere coehs 
O reus infeltx t quam tua pcena gravis f 
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MaTTH. 20 20 

De voto filiorum Zebedasi. 

It tibi {Joanries) tilt stf {yacobc) quod optas 
O Sit itbt dextra 7na7ius, s/t tibt Iieva TixaTim. 

SpexOy aha iii cash csty wo;; t7ico77moda^ sedes 
Si 7ieque laeva maims , st neque dextra manus. 

Cceh hanc aut illani nolo tniht quccrere partem 
O, coelum, coelum da {Patei almi) mihi 


Joann. 6 

Ad hospites coenae miraculosae quinque panum 

V Escere pane tuo scd (Jiospes) vesceie Chiisto 
Est pants pant scilicet ilk tuo 

’Tunc pane hoc CHRISTI re5lb satur (hospes) abibis^ 
Panem tpsum CHRISTUM si magls esurias 


Joann. i6 33 

De Chnsti contra mundum pugna 

'' I Une^ miser ? tu {Mundus ait) mea fulmina conti a 
X Eerie manuSy armis cum tibi nuda manus'^ 

I lidlor, mantbusque audacibus injice vine la 
Injecit ltdior vincula^ Sc arma dedit 


Act 9 29 

Graeci disputatores Divo Paulo mortem machmantur 

1 ^'' Uge argumentum ' sic disputat euge sophista f 
j Sic pugnum Logices stringeie^ sic decuit 

Hoc argumentum in causam quid {Grcecule) dicit ? 
Dicit^ te in causam dtceie posse nthil 
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Luc 22 26 

Qui maximus est inter vos, csto sicut qui minimus 

O Bone^ dtsnpulus ChrtsU vts maximus esse? 

At verb fits hPe ratione minor 

Hoc sanSla amhtUonts iter (mtbt crede) tenendum est, 
Hac ratio, Tu, n} sis minor, esse veils 


Luc <9 41 

In lacrymantem Dommum 

V Ohis i^udxi) vobts hac vohstur unda , 

vobis, quontam sperntUs, ignis erit 

Eta faces {Romane) faces^ seges ilia fureris, 
Non nisi ab his undts, tgnea messis ent 


Matth 2 
Christus in ^gypto 

H Unc tu {Nile) tuts majort flumine monstra 
Hunt (nimis ignotum) die caput esse tibi 

Jam tibt {Nile) fumes jam te quoque multus tnunda 
Ipse tua jam sis Ixtitis Auvius 


Matth 9 

In cjecos Christum confitentes, Pharisees abnegantes 

N E mthi, tu {Phartsae ferox) tua lumina jaSfes 
En ctscus^ Christum ctxcus at tile videt 

Tu {Phariscue) nequts tn Christo cernere Christum 
Vie videt cacus cacus es tpse videns 
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Mafth 1 6. 24. 

Si quis pone me venict, tollat crucem & sequatur me 

1 ^ Rgi sequor, seqiior cti^ qmppi ^ mtht cni'< mea^ 
j Chr iste, est 

Patva qiademy sed quam non satis, ecce, )ego. 

Non 1 ego P non pai vani hanc P uleo neq, pai va pntanda est 
Crux magna est, parvam non bene ferre crucem 

Luc. 5 28. 

Relidbis omnibus sequutus est eum. 

Uas Matthecns opes, ad Christt jnssa, reliqmt, 

’Tuni piinmm veil ccepit habcie suas 

Iste malaium est nsus optan bonus, unicns iste , 

Esse malas honitnt, quas bene peidat, opes 



Matth 25 29 

^dificatis sepulchra Prophetarum 

^ AnStomm in tumults quid vult laboi tile colendisP 
vj Sanbforum mortem non stmt tile rnori 

Vane, Propbetai um quot poms saxa sepulchrts, 

'Tot testes lapidum, queis pei tire, facts 

Marc 3 

In manum aridam qu^ Christo mota est miseratio 

F Rende (imset) Christum, ^ cum Christo prende salutem 
At manca est (dices) dexter a prende tamen 

Ipsum hoc, in Christum, manus est hoc prendere Christum est, 
^la Christum prendas, non habuisse manurih 
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Ad D Lucam medicum 

N Ulla mht (Zttftf) de te medicamtna posco^ 

Ipse lick meduas w, Itch ^ger ego 
^tppe ego in exemplum fidet dum te mthi pono^ 

TUf tnedicey ipse mtht es tu medictna inea 

Loc 14 4 

Hydropicus sanatus, Chnstum jam sitiens 

P EUitur tndl sed tsf htnc sttts altera surgit 

Htnc sitit tile maghy quh sittt tnde minus 
Fahx Oy y mortem potent qm temnere morhus ^ 

Cut vit® ex ipso fonte sititur aqua^ 

In ccetum caiestem omnmm Sanftorum 

F Elites anmee^ quas carlo debita virtus 
yam potuit vestns tnserutsse polts 
Hoc dedit egregti non parcus sanguinis usus^ 
bpisque per obstantes expatiata vtas 

0 ver f 0 hnga semper seges aurea lucis ^ 

No^e net altsrnd dimidiata dies I 

O auce palma manu ndet^ qua fronts corona* 

0 nix virgmea non temeranda toga t 
Pacis tnoccidua vos tllic ora videtis 

Vos Agni dulas lumtna vos Quid ago? 

Matth 8 13 
Chnstus absenti medetur 

V Ox jam missa suas potuit jam tangeie metas'^ 

U svpert ? non hoc ire sed isse futt 
Mirac lum fuit ipsa sahes {bene credere possis) 

Ipsumy mtrac lum est, quando salutis iter 
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Joann 9 
Caecus natus 

I '^Ehx, qut potmt tantce post nubtla noSiis 
X {0 dtgnum tantd noSie I) vide} e diem 

Felix die oculus, felix utrinque putandus , 

^hd videt^ & pnmiim quhd videt die Deum 

Mahh 9 
Et ridebant ilium 

T USiibus in tantn^ Christum ridere vacabat^ 
j Eanior iste fuit risusy an iste doloi ^ 

Luiitbus in tantis hic vester risus^ ineptly 
{Credite mi) meruit maximus esse dolor 

Matth II 25 
In sapientiam seculi 

N oil altum sapere {hoc veteres voluere magistri) 
Ne retrahat lassos alta luina gradus 

Immo mihi dico. Noli sapuisse profundum 
Non ego ad infernum me sapuisse velim 

In stabulum ubi natus est Dominus 

I Lla domus stabulum non est {Puei am ee) non est 
Ilia domuSj qua tu nasceris, est stabulum? 

Ilia domus toto domus est pulcherrima mundo y 
Fix ccelo dici vult minor ilia tuo 

Cei ms lit ilia suo passim domus ardeat auro ? 

Germs ut efiisis rideat ilia rosis? 

Sive aurum non esty nec qucs losa iideat dlic , 

Ex oculis facile est esse prohare tuts 



EPIGRAMMATA SACRA 


Act 8 

S Stephanus amicis suis, funus sibi curantjbus 

N Vlla (Jtreccr) huito surgant mthi marmora buttum 
Hac mihi smt mortts conscta saxa mea 

Stc nec epus fuerit^ notet ut quit carmine bustum^ 

Pro Domino {dicing occidit ille suo 

Htc mtht sii tumu/uty quern mart dedxt tpta mclque 
Ipse htc martini ut mtht martyrmm 


In D Joannem, quern Domitianus fcrvcnti oleo 
(ilia^sum) indidit 

I Uum (yw/, toto current vaga fiamnmla mundoy 
Idon qutdem hannety tpte ted audit amor) 

lUum ignem exUnguty hone Damitianey lahorat'* 

Hoc non ett oleum, DomtUanCy dare 


In tenellos Martyres 

A h qui tarn propero cectdit sic funtrcy vita 
Hoc habuit tantumy posut ut ilU mart 

At cujus Deus est sic ums funercy mortis 
Hoc tantumy ut posut vivere sempery habet 


Matth 4 24 

Attulerunt ci omnes mal^ affedlos, damoniacos, 
Junaticos & sanaMt eos 

C Oblige te tibi (Jorve Draco) fitridsque facisqucy 
Sluisque vacant pestes nov ErebUsque suas 

Fac cohbros jam iota suos tua vibret Lrinnys 
Colligcy colhge te fortitery ut pereas 


» 2 
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Luc 2 

Tuam ipsius anim.im pertransibit gladius 

2 Uo7ido babcnt gladium iita^ Chiiste^ tiagcedta nullttrn^ 
^iis fuait gladius, Virgo bcata^ tum^ 

y, ncc uUa alteii tibi sunt data vulneia^ Vngo^ 
^lam qucc b vulneitbtis sunt data^ Cbriste^ tuts. 

For son quando scnex jam caligantior csset^ 

^lod Simeon gladium credulity hasta fuit 

Irnmo neque hasta fuit^ neque clavus, sed neq, spina 
Hei mibij spina tamcn^ clavus, iff hasta fuit 

Nam queiscunq, rnalis tua^ Christ tr agcedia crevit^ 
Omnia sunt gladius, Virgo beata^ tuns 


In sanguinem circumcisionis Dominicas. 

Ad convivas, quos hzec dies apud nos solennes habet. 

n Eus conviva ^ bibtrC ? Maria barc^ Mariarg puellus^ 
Mittunt de preelo rnusta bibenda suo 

Una qutdem est {toti qua par tarneri untca mundo') 

Unica gutta, suo qua tr emit orbiculo. 

0 bibite bine, quale aut quantum vos cunque bibistis, 
(Credite rni) nil tarn suave bibistis adbuc 

0 bibite Sff bibite j Sff restat tarnen usquk biberidum 
Festatj quod potent nulla dornare sitis 

Scilicet bic^ rnensura sitis^ rriensur a bibcndi est 
Hac quantum cupias vina bibisse^ bibis 


Luc 2 

Puer Jesus inter Dodtores 

I '^Allitur^ ad rnentum qut pendit quernq, profundum, 
X Ceu possint laves nil sapuisse gena 

Scilicet i barba male mensur atur Apollo, 

Et bene cum capitis stat nive, mentis hyems 

Discat, fff d tenero disci quoque posse magistro 
Canitiem capitis nec putet esse caput 
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Joann a 

Ad Christum, de aqua in vinum versa 

S Jgna tuti tuus hostts babet contrarta signis 
In vtnum trittes tu mtht vertts aquas 
Ille autem i vino /aerymas jurgia ductns^ 

Vma lUruyn m trisUs [ha mihi^) mutat aquas 

Luc 2 

Chnstus mfans Patri sistitur m tempi© 

A Gnus eaty ludata {lictl) sub patre petulco 
Cumque sun hngum conjuge turtur agat 
Conciliatorem mhtl hic opus tre per acnum 
Nec tentr ut volucns non sua fata frrat 
HaEienus exigua beec^ quasi munerOy iusimus hee qua 
Multum exeusanti sunt captenda manu 
Hoc Donum est de quoy toto tibt dictmus orty 
Sume Pater mentis hoc tthi sume suts 
Donum hoc esty hoc est quod scilicet audeat ipse 
Esse Deo dtgnum scilicet ipse Deus 

Matth 8 

Leprosus Dominum impJorans 

C Kedo quhd ista potes, velles modi sed quia credOy 
Christey quid ista poteSy credo quid ista voles 
Tk modiy tu faciles mshty Sol meus, exere vultus 
Non potent radios ntx mea ferre tuos 

Matth 8 

Chnstus m tempestate 

Q uid fervet tanto circum tcy Christey tumultUy 
Non hoc ira mansy ChnstCy sed amhitio est 

Hac ilia amhitio esty hoc tanto te rogat orcy 
Possit ut ad monitus ChristCy tacere tuos 
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Act i6 21 

Annunciant iitus, quos non licet nobis suscipere, 
cilim simus Romani 

n Oc Casar tibi (^Roma) tuus dedtt^ arm&q, ? salts 
Romants igitur non licet esse pus ? 

Ah^ nieltiis^ traguis nullus tibi Cessat in armis 
Altus anhelanti detonuisset equo , 

Nec domini volucns factes horrenda per orbem 
Sueta ttbi in signis torva venue tuts 

miser ut staiet de te tibi {Roma) tiiumphus, 

Ut tantd fieres ambitione nihil 

Non tibiy sed scelei i vtncts proh laurea tristis I 
Laurea^ Cerbei eis aptior umbra comts ^ 

Tam turpi vix ipse pater diademate Pluto ^ 

Vix sedet ipse suo tarn niger in solio 

De tot Casarets redit hoc tibi {Roma) triumphis 
Cassare^, aut {quod idem est) egregi^ misera es. 


Matth 4 
Hic lapis fiat panis 

T fuit tile lapis {quidni sit dicere ?) pants, 
y Christe, fuit pants sed tuus tile fuit 

ilutppe, Patris cum sic tulerit suprema voluntas, 
Est pants, panem non habuisse, tuus 


Matth i 5 
Muller Canaanitis 

JJtcquid Amazontis dedit ohm farna puellis, 
Credite Amazoniam cerntmus ecce fidem 

Foemina, tarn fortis fidei ^ jam credo fidem esse 
Plus quhm grammaticl foeminei generis 
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Luc II 

Deus, post expulsum Dxmonem mutum, malcdicis 
Judatis os obturat 

U Na pen} opera duphcent ttbi Damona frangts 
Iste qiiidem Damon mutus, at tile loquax 

Scilicet tn laudes {qua non uht laurea surgtt>) 

Non magh hic loquitur, quam tacet tile tuas 


Joann 6 

Dicebant, Veri hic est propheta 

P Ost tot qua videant, tot qut miraeula tangant, 
Hac qua gustcnt {Chrtsie) dabas popuh 

yam Vates, Rex, isi qwcqutd pia nomtna postunty 
Chnstus erat vellem dtcercy venter erat 

Namque hiSy qmcqutd erat CfrtstuSy de ventre replete 
Omne tllud vero nomine venter erat 


Joann jo 22 

Chnstus ambulabat in porticu Solomonis & hyems erat 

B Ruma fuit? non^ non ah non futty ore tub isto 
St futt baud annty nec sua bruma fuit 

Bruma tibi verms veht tre decenttor horiSy 
Per stbi non natas expatiata rotas 

Aty tibi n} posstt se tarn bene bruma negarey 

Sola hacy quam vtbrat gem tuOy *grando vetat 
* Vers 3J sustulerunt lapides 
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Matth. 28 

Dederunt nummos militibus. 

N E miles veht ista loqut^ tu miineia donas ^ 
Donas^ quod possit^ dim facet ipse^ loqui 

^ice facts a quoquam^ piefto siiadente^ taceri y 
ClariuSy ^5 diet itnpius tsta facts 

Beatae Virgim 
De salutatione Angelica 

X Kipe suum neqne Casateus jam nunftet ales, 
'Katpe tuum penn& candidiote ventf 

Sed taceat, qut Xatpe tuum qiioque nunttaf, ales, 
Katpe meum penna candidtote ventf 

^its dteaf tnihi Katpe meum ?nagl candidus autor, 
^lam fibi qua: dicat candidus tile tuum ? 

Vitgo, rogas, quid candidius quam candidus tile 
Esse potest ^ Vtrgo, qua 1 ogat, esse potest 

Katpe tuum {Virgo') donet tibt candidus tile. 

Donas candtdtor tu miht Katpe meum 

Katpe meum de Katpe tuo quid diffeiat, audi 
tile tuum dicit, tu pans {ecce') meum 


Pontio lavanti 

N On satis est cades, nisi stuprum hoc insuper addas, 
Et tarn vtrginea sis violator aqua^ 

Nympha quidem pura hac Ssf honesti filia fontis 
Luget, adulterio jam temerata tuo 

Casta verecundo pioperat cum murmure gutta. 

Nee satis in lacrymam se putat esse suam 

Desine tarn nitidos stuprare {ah, desine) rores 
Aut die, qua mtsei as undo lavabit aquas 
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In die Passionis Dominicx 

T Amne tgs um Utricuil vahant jtjunta tirum 
Lit mtht du} e mto {ntc pudtt tat) (ada 
Est mihi qusd caiUiy neque prelum passa, racemtt 
EalmiU tirgnifs protuUt ux,a parent 
Hoc mth (ter dtnit tat tttm maUmitt annri) 

Tandem ecce ^ d ho pr/ehtht hatta tuo 
*Jamqut ity id 6 juanto calet oSlm or mote torrent^ 
Acer ut htne aura dtttte currtt edtr^ 

E^uc rota per cyath t i.ohtat tarn no Falernst? 

Matiica qua tanto tydere vtna tremuntP 
O ego netcibam, atque ecce ett Vinum tUud amons 
Unde ego um tantity unde ego par eyit/it? 

Ftneor id b tsttt tetut prepb mttce r aunt 
Non ego turn tandSy n n ego par eyatbu 
Sed quid ego invi^t metuo bona rob ro vtni ? 

Ecce etty qua vahdum dtlutty *unday rnenm 
* Joh 19 & continue exnil fiinguis & aqua 

In die Rcsurrc<Elioni5 Dominicx 
Venit ad scpulchrum Magdalena ferens aromata 

Q Uin id tu quoque hutta tut Pbarnictt adora 
Tu quoque fer tnstes (meat med) dclitias 
Zt nee aromata tunty nee quod ttht Jragrat amomum 
(Sid^cths Magdahnd ett metus odora tnanu') 

Ett quod aromatthut prattaty quod prattat amomo 
Hac tibt molltculoy hac gemmta lacrymula 
Et lacr^ma est aliquid neque ^ruttra Magdata fevtt 
Sentiit haCy lacrymas non ntbtl ette tuat 
Hit tlla (id tune cum Domtnt caput tret amomo) 
Invidtam capita fecerat ette pedet 
Hum quoq^ cum tinus hutc tanto tub aromate tudety 
Plut captt ex ecuhsy quo htety tlla tuts 
ChratCy decent lacrymtc deeet isto rore rtgart 
Vit«e hoc sternum mane, tuumque diem 



RICHARD CRASHAW 


Luc. 24 

In cicatrices Domini aclinic supcrstitcs 

A R7na vulcs , atitts^ phm et) I'nnq^^ sagittas^ 

Et quoaoiquc fiiit iionnue miles Amoi 

His fiiit tails /hnoi sed U here fiat ipse, suumqite 
Et jaculum^ tj jacults ipse phaietin suis 

Nunc splendent tantuni^ ^ dtteiso pulvei e belli 
E menmi pendent nonitna niagno tholo 

TTempia erit tnmen^ hn:c ires quondo ainui, phai etraniq^ 
Et soholem pharetiev sptciila tiodtt Anm 

Hen 1 qua tunc aninid, quo stahit conseta vultu^ 

^lum scelus agnoscet dextet a quauj^ suum ? 

hnprobe^ qua; dederts, ceines ibi vtilneiay mileSy 
^id tibi cunque tuns liisei it aite furor 

Beu digito suadente tuo mala Laurus inibat 
Temporibus, sacrum sen bibit basta latus 

Stve tuo clavi sctvum lubuere sub tdiu , 

Seu puduit JUSSIS ire fagella tins 

Impiobe^ quee dederis^ cernes tbi vulneta^ miles 
^^uod dederis vulnus^ cerneie^ vulnus erit 

Plaga sut vtndex c^Tcvbsque i ependet ^ hastam 
fpihque rependet^ erit clavus ^sf hasta sibi 

^luis tarn terribiles, tarn justas mover it ir as^ 

Vulnera pugnabunt (Christe) vel ipsa tibi 
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Joann 14 

Paccm meam do vobis 

B Ella vacant nnna (S mti) noitra arma paremm 
Jtque ensti nostros scilicet (ah jugnlos 

Cur ego bella paro^ cum Chnstus Het mthi pacem ? 
Chnstus pacem Hat mtbiy bella paro 

llle dedit (nam quit poiutt dare certtor autsr?) 
llle dedit pacem sed dedit die suam 


Act 9 

In D Paulum illuminatum siinul & cxcxcatum 

Q t/ir, Chrute^ ambtgua hte bifidi tibi glorta tcli est>^ 
^od smul hute oculos abstuht^ atq, dedtt} 

San£la dies animi, hoc oeulorum m noSle^ latehat ^ 

Tc ut possit Pauliis cerncrc, c®cus crat 


Joann 15 

Ego sum via Ad Jud-cos sprctorcs Chnsti 

O Sed nee cahanda tamen pes mprehe pergiil 
Improhe pes ergb hoc eoeii crat ire viamP 

Ah pereat l^udete ferox) pes mprobus illcy 
call tntam su facet esse viam 
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Maii'H 2 

In notSturnum & hyemale iter mfantis Domini 

Rgo viator es ieneros^ cum Pi ole Parentem^ 
j Nox habet hos^ queis est dtgna nec ulla dies 

Nam quid ad heec Pueri vel lahra^ gendsve Parentis ? 
Heu quid ad htec facient oscula^ nox ££f hyems ? 

Lilia ad hesc facerent^ facet et rosa , quicquid & halat 
Mterna Zephyrus qui tepet in viola. 

Hi meruere^ quihus vel nox sit nulla ^ vel ulla 
Si sitj eat nosti a puriiis ilia die 

Ecce sed hos quoque nox &' hyems clausere tenellos 
Et quis scitj quid nox^ quid meditetur hyems 

Ah nl quid meditetur hyems seevit e pei Austros ^ 
solet nigi os nox mala ferre metus f 

Ah nh noSiis eat currus non mollihus Euris I 
Aspera nh tetricos nuntiet aw a Notos f 

Heu quot habent tenebra^ quot vet a pericula secum ^ 
^^ot nodiem dominam., quantdq, monstra colunt ^ 

^fxot vaga quce falsis veniunt ludibria formis ^ 

Prux oculus f Stygio concolor ala Deo ^ 

Seu veris ea, sive vagis stant monstra fguriSy 
Viiginei satis est hinc^ satis indh metds 

Eigh vein, tothque veni resonantior arcu^ 

{Cynthia) pi cegnantem clange procul pharetram 

Monstra vel ista^ vel illa^ tins sint meta sagittis 
Nec fratris jaculum certior aura vehat 

El go vein , totique veni flagrantior ore^ 

Digndque Apollineas sustinuisse vices 

Scis bene quid deceat Phcebi lucere sororem 
Ex his^ SI nescis^ (Cynthia) disce gems 

0 tua, in his^ quanth lampas formosior iret f 
Nox suam, ab his., quanth malit habere diem ^ 
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^antim ageret taatos htec lima modestior tgnes ^ 

Atque verecundis sobna staret equis f 

Luna^ tuct non est rosa tarn pudtbunda dm 
Nec tarn virgtneo fax tua fiore trimit 

Ergh vtnty sed astra^ tuas age {Cynthia') turmai 
Ilia 6cuhs puert^ quot tmitentur^ habent 

Htnc eculoj htnc aitro at partU face niSlat utrumque, 
/Eiherti «, atque os esthereum Pueri 

AspscCj quim bene res utriusque deceret utrumquef 
^am bene in alternas mutua regna ntanus^ 

IIU oculus coeh hoc st staret tn athere frontis 
Sive astrum hoc PuerSj fronfe sub atberea 

St Pueri hoe astrum atherea sub fronte mtcarety 
Credat ^ hunc oculum non minus esse suum 

llle oculus caeliy hoc si staret tn athere frontis^ 

Non minus in ccelis se putet esse suts 

^Tam pukhras vanare vices cum fronte Puellty 
Ckmque Puellt oculss^ ather isP astro queant 

Astra qutdem vellent^ vellent eterna pacisct 
Faedera mutata sedis tnire vicem 

/Ether isf Ipse {licit numero tarn dtspare) vellet 
Mutatis oculis tarn bona pa la dan 

^ippe tret ccelum quantb mehortbus astris^ 

Astra sua hos oculos si modh habere queat ^ 

Fl^ipPt astro tn carlo quantum mehore micarenty 
St frentem hanc possint ccelum habuisse suum 

/Ether & astro velint frustra velit ather^ lA astro 
Ecce negat Pueri fronsj oeuUqae negant 

Ah neget tlla^ negent tilt nam quern athera mallent 
hti ocult? out frons btc qua magls astro velit? 

Fluid St ahquod blanda face lenl renideat astrum? 

Lablea st cceh tirque quatirqae via est^ 
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Blandm htc omlm^ 7 0 seo hoc qui udct tn ore ^ 
LaSdea ftons here est ihque quatirque magls. 

Ergh negent^ ccelumque mum sua sydeta set vent 
Sydera de coslts non bene danda suts. 

Ergh negant slque ecce sua sub nube recondunt^ 
Sub tenera occidut nube super ctht 

Nec claudi contenta sui munimme cesh^ 

^lesrunt in gi enito Mains ubi lateant 

Non nist SIC taStis ubt ntx tepet ilia pniinis^ 
CastAque non geltdo frtgore vernat hyems 

Scilicet iste dies tarn pulchio vespere tingi 
Digntis, & hos soles sic decet occideie 

Claudat pinpureus qui claudit vesper Olympian y 
Piaitceo placeas in tibi (^Phoebe) toro y 

Dum tibi lascivam Pbetis auget adulter a noSterriy 
Pone per Hesperias strata pudenda rosas 

I lias nempe rosasy quas conscia purpura pinxit. 
Culpa pudbrque suus queis dedit esse rosas 

Hos solesy nivece noSieSy casthmque cubihy 
^lod pur urn sternet per mare virgo 'Thetis y 

HoSy sanSii Jlores , hosy tarn sincera decebant 
LiliUy quc8^ sibi non rubuire roscc 

HoSy decuit sinus hiCy ubi toto sydere prom 
Ecce lavant sese laSteo in oceano 

Atque Invent tandemque suo se rnane resolvanty 
Ipsa dies ex hoc ut bibat ore diern 
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Joann i6 26 

Non dico, me rogaturum Patrem pro vobis 

A h tamen Ipse roga ttbt scilicet tile roganti 
Esse nequit dumsy me solet essty Eater 

UU sms omni facte te pgit amoresy 
Inq tuos teto efunditur ore sinus 

§^ippty Urn spelans oculosy st iptHat in silts 
Inq tuo (yesu) se firoet ipse stnu 

Ex te metitur sesey sun numina discit 
Indl repereussus redditur ipse sihi 

Ilk tibi sty te ille sibi par neSlst uirsnque 
Tam tuus esty ut nee sit magts ille suus 

Ergb roga Ipse roga tihi sciheet ille roganti 
Esse nequit durusy nee solet essty Pater 

Ilium ut ego rogitem'* Hoe {eheu) non ore rogandum 
Ore sails puras non faciente preces 

Ilium ego si rogitem quiz zest quslus ille procelhs 
Surgaty Jff m miserum hoc qua tonet ira eaputf 

Isto etiam forsan veniet mihi fulmen ab ore 
i^Saepe isto cert! fulmen ah ore venit) 

Ille und irati forsan me cusptde verbiy 
Uno me nutu figety & mtenj 

Hon egOy non rogitem mtht scilicet tile roganti 
Durtor esse potest ^ solet essCy Pater 

Itnmn regabo nec ore meo tamen tmmo rogabo 
Ore meo scilicet ore tuo 
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In die Ascensionis Dominicae. 




etiam tmtroi Te (Chnste) tenemiis amoves 
Heu ccelt qiiantam hinc invidiam patimur f 


? 


Invidiam patiamur habent siia sydeia cce/i , 
comiint tremulas crispa tot ora faces , 

Phcsbinque Phoebum^ & tot piStcs vellera nubis , 
Velieva^ qua rosed Sol variavit acu 


^antum erat^ ut sinerent hdc und nos face fern ? 
Pina sit hie sunt sint) ibi miUe faces. 

Nil agimus nam tu quia non ascendis ad ilium., 
Mther ^ descendit (Christe) vel ipse tibi 


* Act I Nubes susceptum eum abstulit 
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The Preface to the Reader 


Learned Reader, 

i He Authors fmndwtU not usurps much upon thy e)e 
Thts IS onely for those whom the name of our ’Diotne 
Poet bath mtys seized into admtrauon I dare undertake 
that what Jamblicus (in vita Pjthagorc) affirmeth of his 
Master^ at his Contemplations^ these Poems can^ viz They 
shall lift tbee^ Reader^ some yards above the ^ound and^ 
as tn Pythagoras Schoole^ every temper was first tuned into 
a height by several! proportions of Mustek^ and spmtuahz d 
for one of bis weighty LeblureSy So maist thou take a Poem 
hencOf and tune thy soule by //, tnto a beaaenly pitch y and 
thus refined and home up upon the agings of meditation^ In 
these Poems thou maist talke freely of Gody and of that other 
state 

Here s Herbert s secondy but equally who hath retna d 
Poetry of late, and return d tt up to us Primitive usSy Let 
it bound back to beaoen gates, whence u came ^binke yee, 
St Augustine would have steyned his grazer Learning 
with a booke of Poetry, bad be fancied us dearest end to be 
the vanity of Love-Sonnets, and Epubalamiims ? No, no, 
he thought with this our Poet, that every foot tn a high-horne 
verse, might helpe to measure the soule tnto that better world 
Divine Poetry, I dare bold u, in position against Suarez 
on the suhjebl, to be the Zuinguage of the Angels , it ts the 
Quintessence of Phantaste and discourse center d tn Heaven , 
tis the very Outgoings of the souk , tis what alone our 
Author ts able to tell you, and that tn his owne verse 
It were prophane but to mention here tn the Preface 
those under-headed Poets, Retainers to seven shares and a 
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halfe ; Madngall felloisjes, whose onely bustnesse in verse, 
IS to rime a poore six-penny souk a Subuib sinner into hell. 
May such an-ogant pretenders to Poetiy vanish, with their 
prodigious issue of tumorous heats, and flashes of their adul- 
terate braines, and for ever after, may this our Poet Jill up 
the better roome of man. 0/z' when the generall airaignment 
of Poets shall be, to give an accompt of their higher souks, 
with what a triumphant brow shall our divine Poet sit 
above, and looke downe upon poore Homer, Virgil, Horace, 
Claudian? &c who had amongst them the ill lucke to 
talke out a great part of their gallant Genius, upon Bees, 
Dung, froggs, and Gnats, &c and not as himself here, upon 
Scriptuies, divine Graces, Martyrs and Angels 

Reader, we stile his Sacred Poems, Steps to the Temple, 
and aptly, for in the Temple of God, under his wing, he led 
his life, in St Maries Church neere St Peters Colkdge 
There he lodged under T&rtvdiva.ns roofe of Angels', There 
he made his nest moie gladly than David’s Swallow neere 
the house of God, where like a primitive Saint, he oflered 
more prayers in the night, than others usually ofjer in the 
day , There he penned these Poems, Steps for happy souks 
to climbe heaven by 

And those other of his pieces, intituled The Delights of 
the Muses, {though of a more humane mixture') are as sweet 
as they are innocent 

The praises that follow are but few of many that might 
be conferr'd on him he was excellent in jive Languages 
{besides his Mother tongue) vid Hebrew, Greek, Latine, 
Italian, Spanish, the two last whereof he had little helpe in, 
they were of his own acquisition 

Amongst his other accomplishments in Accademick {as 
well pious as harmlesse arts) he made his skill m Poetry, 
Mustek, Drawing, Limming, Graving, {exercises of his 
curious invention and sudden fancy) to be but his subservient 
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recreations for vacant botires^ not the grand histnesse of bis 
souk 

To the former Qualifications I might adde that which 
would crowne them all, hss rare moderation in diet {almost 
Leman temperance) be never created a Muse out of dis- 
tempers, nor (with our Canary scribblers) cast any strange 
mists of surfets before the Intelectuall heames of his mind or 
memory, the latter of which, be was so much a master of, 
that he had there under locke and key in readinesse, the 
richest treasures of the best Greek and Latine Poets, some of 
which Authors bee had more at bis command by heart, than 
others that onely read their works, to retatne little, and 
understand lesse 

Enough Reader, I intend not a volume of piaises larger 
than his booke, nor need I longer transport thee to think over 
his aast perfeiltons, I will conclude all that I have impartially 
writ of this Learned young Gent (nou> dead to us) as be 
htmselfe doth, with the last line of bis Poem upon Bishop 
Andrews PtSlure before bis Sermons 

Verte paginas 


— Look on his following leaves, and sec him breath 
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Live Jesus, Live, and let it bee 
My Life, to dye for love of thee. 



The Teare 


W Hat bright soft thing is this 

Sweet Mary thy faire eyes expence? 
A moist sparke it is, 

A watry Diamond from whence 
The very terme 1 thmke was found, 

The water of a Diamond 

2 

O tis not a teare, 

Tis a star about to drop 
From thine eye its spheare, 

The Sun will stoope and take it up, 
Proud will his Sister be to weare 
This thine eyes Jewell m her eare 

3 

O tis a teare 

Too true a teare for no sad eyne 
How sad so e re 
Rame so true a teare as thine 
Each drop leaving a place so deare, 

Weeps for it self, is its owne teare 

4 

Such a Pearle as this is 
(Slipt from Aurora i dewy Brest) 

The Rose buds sweet hp kisses 
And such the Rose it self when \ext 
With ungentle flames does shed, 

Sweating m too warme a bed 
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5 

Such the Maiden gem 
By the wanton ■spring put on. 

Peeps from her Parent stem, 

And blushes on the watry Sun 
This watry blossomc of thy Eyne, 

Ripe, will make the richer Wine 

6 

Faire drop, why quak’st thou so ^ 

Cause thou strcight must lay thy head 
In the dust? 6 no, 

The dust shall never be thy bed, 

A pillow for thee will I bring, 

Stuft with downe of Angels wing. 

7 

Thus earned up on high, 

(For to heaven thou must goc) 

Sweetly shalt thou lye. 

And in soft slumbers bath thy woe. 

Till the singing Orbes awake thee. 

And one of their bright Chorus make the 

8 

There thy selfe shalt bee 
An eye, but not a weeping one. 

Yet I doubt of thee, 

Whether th’ had’st rather theie have shone. 
An eye of heaven, or still shine here. 

In th’ Heaven of Manes eye a teare 


72 



STEPS TO THE TEMPLE 


Dwtne 'Epigrams 

On the water of our Lords Baptssme 

E Ach blest drop, on each ble'st limme, 
Is wash t It self, m washing him 
Tis a gemme while it stajes here. 

While It falls hence, tis a Teare 


Aas 8 

On the baptized Ethiopian 

L Et It no longer be a forlorne hope 

To wash an ^Ethiope 

Hee s washt, his gloomy skm a peacefull shade 
For his white soule is made 
And now, I doubt not, the Eternall Dove, 

A black facd house will love 


On the miracle of muluplyd Loaves 

S Ee here an easie Feast that knowes no wound, 

That under Hungers Teeth will needs be found, 
A subtle Harvest of unbounded bread, 

What would ye more^ Here food it selfe is fed 


Upon the Sepulcher of our Lord 

H Ere where our Lord once laid his head 
Now the grave lyes buned 


Ti^r Widows Mites 

T Wo Mites, two drops yet all her house and land 
Falls from a steady- heart though trembling hand 
The others wanton wealth foams high and brave 
The other cast away, she onely gave 
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Qyi the Yyodigall. 

'' I ^Ell me bright boy, tell me my golden Lad, 
X Whither away so frohck? why so glad? 
What all thy wealth m counsaile? all thy state? 
Are huskes so deare ? troth ’tis a mighty rate 


Acts 5 

The lick iinploie St Peters shadow 

U Nder thy shadow may I lurke a while. 

Death’s busie search I’le easily beguile. 
Thy shadow, Peter^ must shew me the Sun 
My light’s thy shadowes shadow, or ’tis done 


On the still sujviving niaiks of oui S>aviouis wounds 

W Hat ever stone of their crueltie, 

Or Naile, or Thorne, or Speare have writ m thee 
Are in another sence. 

Still legible, 

Sweet IS the difference, 

Once I did spell 
Eveiy red Letter 
A wound of thine 
Now (what is better) 

Balsome for mine 


Mark 7 

The dumb healed and the people enjoyned silence. 

C Hrist bids the dumb tongue speak, it speakes, the sound 
He charges to be quiet, it runs round 
If in tlje first he us’d his fingers touch. 

His hands whole strength here could not be too much 
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Mat 28 

Comt see the place whese tie 'Lord la) 

S Hew me hjmself, himself (bright Sir) o show 

Which way my poor teares to himself may goe, 
Were it enough to show the place and say 

Looke Mar) here, see where thy Lord once lay, 
Then could I show these armes of mine, and say 
Looke Mar^ here, see where thy Lord once lay 


T(j Pontius uashmg bts hands 


''T^Hy hands are wash t, but 6 the waters spilt 
X That labour d to have washt thy guilt, 
The flood, if any can, that can suffice, 

Must have its fountaine m thine eyes 


To the infant Martyrs 

G Oe smiling soules, your new built Cages breake, 

In heaven you 1 learne to sing, ere here to speake 
Nor let the milkie fonts that bath your thirst 
Be your delay, 

- The place that calls you hence, is at the worst 
Milke all the way 


On the miracle of Loaves 

N Ow Lord, or never, they 1 beleeve on thee 
Thou to their teeth hast prov d thy Deity 
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Mark 4. 

Why me ye afiaidy O ye of little faith^ 

A S if the storme meant him, 

Or ’cause heavens face is dim, 

His needs a cloud 
Was ever froward wind 
That could be so unkind? 

Or wave so proud? 

The wind had need be angry, and the water black. 
That to the mighty Neptune's self daie threaten wrack 
There is no storme but this 
Of your owne Cowardise 
That braves you out. 

You are the storme that mocks 
Your selves, you are the rocks 
Of your owne doubt 

Besides this feare of danger, ther’s no danger heie, 
And he that here feares danger, does deserve his feare 


On the B Vngins bashfullnesse 

'' I ''Hat on her lap she casts her humble eye, 

’Tis the sweet pride of her humilitie 
The faire starre is well fixt, for where, 6 where, 

Could she have fixt it on a fairer spheare? 

’Tis heaven, ’tis heaven she sees. Heaven’s God there ly 
She can see heaven, and ne’re lift up her eyes 
This new guest to her eyes, new lawes hath given, 

’Twas once looke up, ’tis now looke downe to heaven 


Upon Lazarus his temes. 

R ich Lazauis^ richer in those Gems thy Teares, 
Then Dives in the roabes he weares 
He scorns them now, but 6 they’l sute full well 
With th’ Purple he must weare m hell 
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Two went up tnto the temple to pra^ 


T Wo went to pray ? 6 rather say 

One went to brag, th other to pray 
One stands up close, and treads on high, 
Where th other dares not send his eje 
One neerer to God s Altar trod, 

The other to the Altars God 


Upon the asse that bore our Saviour 

H Ath only anger an Omnipotence 

in Eloquence^ 

Within the lips of love and joy doth dwell 
No miracle^ 

Why else had Balaams asse a tongue to chide 
His masters pride? 

And thou (heaven burthen d beast) hast ne re a word 
To praise thy Lord? 
That he should find a tongue and vocall thunder 
Was a great wonder, 

But 6 me thmkes tis a farre greater one 

That thou find st none 


Mat 8 

1 am not worthy that thou shoultPst come under my roofe 

'■"T^Hy God was making hast into thy roofe 
X Th} humble faith and feare, keepes him aloofc 
Hee 1 be thy guest because he may not be 
Heel come — into thy house? no, into thee 
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I nm the Doou, 

A Nd now th’art set wide ope, the spear's sad art 
Lot hath unlockt thee at the very heart 
He to himselfe (I feare the w'orst) 

And his owne hope 

Hath shut these Doorcs of heaven, that durst 
Thus set them ope 


Mat 10. 

The blind cnicd by tht xvoul of our Saviour 

'' I 'PIou speak’st the word (Thy word’s a Law) 
X Thou spak’st and streight the blind man saw 
To speake, and make the blind man see, 

Was never man Lord spake like thee' 

To speake thus was to speake (say I) 

Not to his eare, but to his eye 


Mat 27 

And he answered them nothing 

O Mighty Nothing* unto thee. 

Nothing, we owe all things that bee 
God spake once, when he all things made, 
He sav’d all when he Nothing said 
The world was made of Nothing then, 
’Tis made by Nothing now againe 


To our Lordj upon the water made TVtne, 

'' I ''Hou water turn’st to wine (fane fiiend of life) 

X Thy foe to crosse the sweet arts of thy reigne 
Distills from thence the teais of wrath and strife. 

And so turnes wine to water back againe 
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Mat 22 

Neither durst any man from that day^ ash him any more questions 

M ld^st all the darke and knotty snares, 

Black Wit or malice can, or dares, 

Thy glorious wi&edome breaks the Nets, 

And treds with uncontrouJed steps 
Thy quell d foes are not onely now 
Thy triumphs, but thy Trophies too 
They both at once thy Conquests bee, 

And thy Conquests memone 
Stony amazement makes them stand 
Wayting on thy vidlonous hand, 

Like statues fixed to the fame 
Of thy renoune, and their own shame, 

As if they onely meant to breath 
To be the life of their own death 
Twas time to hold their peace, when they 
Had ne re another word to say, 

Yet is their silence unto thee. 

The full sound of thy victorie 
Their silence speaks aloud, and is 
Thy well pronoanc d P 3 negyris 
While the) speak nothing, they speak all 
Their share in thy MemoriaJl 
While they speake nothing, they proclame 
Thee, with the shnJIest trump of fame 
To hold their peace is all the wajes 
These wretches have to speake thj praise 

Upon our Saviours tomhe wherein never man was laid 

H Ow life and death in thee 
Agree I 

Thou had St a viigm wombe, 

And tombe, 

A feseph did betroth 

Them both 
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It IS hcttcj to goc into heaven ^ulih one eye^ See 

O Ne eye? n thousand rather, and a thousand more, 
To fix those full-fac’t glories, 6 hee’s poore 
Of eyes that has but Aigin store. 

Yet if thou’It fil one poor eye, with thy heaven, Sc thee, 
O grant (sweet goodnesse) that one eye may be 
All and every whit of me 


Luke 1 1 

Upon the dumb Devtll cast out^ and the slandeious Jeives 

put to silence 

'' I ''Wo devills at one blow thou hast laid flat, 

A speaking Dcvill this, a dumbe [one] that 
Was’t thy full victories fairer increase. 

That th’ one spake, or that th’ other held [his] peace ? 


Luke 10 . 

And a ceitaine Pi test camming that loay^ looked on him 

and passed by 

W Hy doest thou wound my wounds, 6 thou that 
passest by. 

Handling & turning them with an unwounded eye ? 

The calme that cooles thine eye does shipwrack mine, for 6, 
Unmov’d to see one wretched is to make him so 


Luke II. 

Blessed be the Paps which thou hast sucked 

S uppose he had been tabled at thy Teates, 
Thy hunger feels not what he eates 
Hee’l have his Teat e’re long, a bloody one, 
The mother then must suck the son 
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To Pontius xvaihtng bts blood ita\tn“\td hands 

S Murther no sm^ Or a sin so cheape 
That thou did st heape 
A Rape upont^ till thv adult rous touch 

Taught her these suJ/icd checks^ this blubber d face^ 

She was a Nimph, the mcadous knew none such, 

Of honest parentage, of unstiin d race, 

The daughter of a fairc, and well fam d fountainc, 

As ever oilver tipt the side of shadie mountaine 

See how she weeps, and weepes, that she appearcs 
Nothing but teares, 

Each drops a teare, that weeps for her owne wast 
Harke how at eveiy touch she does complatne her, 
Harke how she bids ner fnghtcd drops make hast, 

And with sad murmurs, chides the hands that staine her 
Leave, leave for shame, or else (good judge) decree 
What water shal wash this, when this ham washed thee 


Mat 23 

Tte butld the Sepulchres of the Prophets 

T Hou trim’st a Prophets Tombe, and dost bequeath 
The life thou tookst from ^m unto his death 
Vaine man* the stones that on his Tombe doe lye 
Keep but the score of them that made him dye 


Upon the Infant Martyrs 

T O see both blended m one flood, 

The Mothers milke the Childrens blood, 
Makes me doubt if heav n will gather 
Roses hence, or Lillies rather 
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Joh. i6 

Vtnl) I sny unto you^ \u shall tLerp and lament. 

W Elcomc my Grief, my Jo) , how denre’s ^ 

To me ni} Legacic of TcaresI 
I’lc xuicpc.^ and lunpt, and will therefore 
JVcepc.^ ’cause I can wnfu no more 

Thou, thou {Dealt Loul) even thou alone, 

Giv’st joy, even w'hen thou guest none 

John 15. 

Upon out Lot (Ps last confortahh eliscotitsc ivith his Dtsetphs 

A ll Hybla's honey, all that succtnessc can, 

Flowcs m thy Song (6 faire, 6 dying sw'an *) 
Yet IS the joy I take m’t small or none, 

It IS too sweet to be a long-hv’d one 

Luke 16 

Dives asking a el top 

A Drop, one drop, how sweetly one faire drop 

Would tremble on my pearlc-tipt fingers top? 
My wealth is gone, 6 goc it where it will, 

Spare this one jewcll, I’le be Dives still 

Marke 12 

{Give to Caesar — ) 

{And to God ) 

A ll we have is God’s, and yet 
Casat challenges a debt. 

Nor hath God a thinner share, 

What ever Cessat ’5 payments are , 

All is God’s, and yet ’tis true 
All we have is Cessars too, 

All is Ccesat ’s , and what ods. 

So long as Ceesar’s selfe is Gods ? 
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But nnv the} have seen and hated 

S Ecnc^ and )et hated thcc^ they d;d not see, 

They sa%\ thcc not, that siw and hated thee 
No, no, the) sau thee not, A Lifcy & Love, 

Who saw ought in thcc that their hate could move 

U/i9ii tfe Cr'wne of thrtes taken dstene from th 
had of cur B Lord th dj 

K Novv 5t thou this Souldicr^ tis a much changd plant, 
tvhich )cc 

Th) self did St set, 

Ql \tho so hard a husbandman did cter And, 

A so)le so kind ? 

Is not the so)lc a kind one \%h»ch rciurncs 

Roses for Thornes^ 

Luke 7 

She began to xvash hts feet with tearesy and ti>t/>e them 
xutth the hatret of ier head 

H Er eyes flood Iickcs his fcctcs faire staine, 

Her haircs flame hekes up that acainc 
This flame thus quench t hath brighter beames, 

This flood thus stained, fairer streames 

On St Peter cutting ^Malchus fis eare 

W EU Peter dost thou wield thy active sword, 

VVcIl for thy scife (I mcanc) not for thy Lord 
^ o strike at eares, is to take heed there be 
No witnessc Peter of thy perjury 

Joh 3 

But men loved darknesse rather than light 

T Hc worlds light shines, shine as it will 
The world will love its Darkenesse still 
I doubt though when the World s m Hell, 

It will not love its Darkenesse halfe so well 
F 2 
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A<£ts. 21. 

I am leadie not oncly to be bounds but to die 

C '^Ome death, come bands, nor do you shrink, my ears, 
/ At those hard words man’s cowardise calls feares 
Save those of feare no other bands feare I, 

No other feare than this, the feare to dye 


On St Peter casting away his Nets at oia Saviotiis call 

'' I ^Hou hast the art on’t Petci^ and canst tell 
JL To cast thy Nets on all occasions well 
When Christ calls, and thy Nets would have thee stay. 
To cast them well’s to cast them quite away. 


Oui B Loi d in his Cii cunicision to his Fathei . 

" I “'O thee these first fruits of my growing death 
X (For what else is my life*’) lo I bequeath 
Tast this, and as thou lik’st this lesser flood 
Expert a Sea, my heart shall make it good 
Thy wrath that wades here now, e’re long shall swim. 
The floodgate shall be set wide ope for him 
Then let him drinke, and drinke, and doe his worst 
To drowne the wantonnesse of his wild thirst 
Now’s but the Nonage of my pames, my feares 
Are yet both in their hopes, not come to yeares 
The day of my darke woe is yet but morne, 

My teares but tender, and my death new borne 
Yet may these unfle[d]g’d griefes give fate some guesse. 
These Cradle-torments have their towardnesse 
These purple buds of blooming death may bee, 

Erst the full stature of a fatall tree 
And till my riper woes to age are come. 

This Knife may be the speares Prteludium 
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On the WQundt ef cur crucified Lord 

O These wakefull uounds of thmc* 

Are they Mouthcs? or arc thej c)cs? 
Be they mouthcs, or be they eyne 
Each bleeding part some one supplies 

Lo, a mouth* whose full bloom d lips 
At too deare a rate arc roses 
Lo, a blood shot eje* that weeps. 

And man) a crucll tcarc discloses 

O thou that on this foot hast laid 
Man) a kisse, and many a tcare, 

Now thou shalt have all repaid, 

What soe re thy charges were 

This foot hath got a mouth and lips 
To pa) the sweet summe of thy kisses, 

To pay thy teares, an eye that weeps, 
Instead of teares, such gems as this is 

The difference onely this appcarcs, 

(Nor can the change offend) 

T he debt is paid in Kuby teares 
Which thou m Pearles did st lend 


On our crucified Lardy naked and bloody 

T Hey have left thee naked Lord O that they had, 
This Garment too, I would they hid deny d 
Thee with thy selfe they have too richly clad, 

Opening the purple wardrobe of th) side 
O never could there be garment [too] good 
For thee to weare, but this of thine ownc blood 

Sampson to bts Dahlah 

C Ould not once blinding mee, cruell suffice? 
When first 1 look t on thee I lost mine eyes 
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Psalme 23 

H Appy me I O happy shccpc • 

Whom my God vouchsafes to keepe , 
Even my God, even he it is 
That points me to these waves of blisse , 
On whose pastures chcercfiill spring, 

All the ycarc doth sit and sing. 

And rejoycing smiles to see 
Their green backs wcarc liis livcne 
Pleasure sings my soule to rest, 

Plentie wcares me at her brest, 

Whose sweet temper teaches me 
Nor wanton, nor in want to be 
At my feet the blubb’ring Mountainc 
Weeping melts into a Fountaine, 

Whose soft silver-sweating streames 
Make high noone forget his bcames 
When my way-ward breath is flying. 

He calls home my soule from dying. 
Strokes, and tames my rabid griefe, 

And does wooe me into life 
When my simple weakencs strayes, 
(Tangled in forbidden wayes) 

He (my shepheard) is my guide, 

Hee’s before me, on my side, 

And behind me, he beguiles 
Craft in all her knottie wiles 
He expounds the giddy wonder 
Of my weary steps, and under 
Spreads a Path as cleare as Day, 

Where no churlish rub says nay 
To my joy conduced feet, 

Whil’st they gladly goe to meet 
Grace and Peace, to meet new laies 
Tun’d to my gieat S[h]epheards praise 
Come now all ye tenors, sally. 

Muster forth into the valley. 

Where triumphant darknesse hovers 
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With a sable wing that covers 
Brooding horror Come thou Death 
Let the damps of thy dull Breath 
Over shadow even the shade, 

And make darkenes selfe afraid 
There my feet, even there, shall find 
Way for a resolved mind 
Still m) Shepheard, still my God 
Thou art with me, still thy Rod, 

And thy stafTe, whose influence 
Gives direction, gives defence 
At the whisper of thy word 
Crown d abundance spreads my boord 
While I feast, m) foes doc feed 
Their ranck malice not their need. 

So that with the self same bread 
Thej are starvd and I am fed 
How my head in ointment swims 1 
How my cup orelook's her brims ^ 

So even so still may 1 move 
By the Line of thy dearc love , 

Still may thy sweet mercy spread 
A shady arme above my head. 

About my Paths, so shall 1 find 

The faire center of my mind 

Thy Temple, and those lovely walls 

Bright ever with a beamc that falls 

Fresh from the pure glance of thine eye, 

Lighting to eternity 

There I le dwell, for ever there 

Will I find a purer aire 

To feed my life with, there I le sup 

Balme and Nectar m my cup 

And thence my ripe soule will I breath 

Warme into the Armes of Death 
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Psolmi 137. 

O N the proud bankcs of great Euphrates flood, 
There we sate, and there we wept . 

Our Harpes that now no musick understood. 

Nodding on the willowcs slept. 

While unhappy captiv’d wee 
Lovely Stan thought on thee 
They, they that snatcht us from our countries breast 
Would have a song carv’d to their cares 
In Hebiexv numbers, then (6 crucll jest 

When Harpes and Hearts were drown’d in tcarcs 
Come, they cn^’d, come sing and play 
One of Stotis Songs to day. 

Sing ? play ? to whom (ah) shall we sing or play 
If not Jctusalcsn to thee 
Ah thee yeiusalem^ ah sooner may 
This hand forget the masteric 

Of Musicks dainty touch, then I 
The Musick of thy memory, 

Which when I lose, 6 may at once my tongue 
Lose this same busie speaking art, 

Unpearch’t, her vocall Arteries unstrung. 

No more acquainted with my heart, 

On my dry pallats roof to rest 
A wither’d leaf, an idle guest 
No, no, thy good Bmi alone must crowne 
The head of all my hope-nurst joyes 
But Edom cruell thou * thou cryd’st downe, downe 
Sinke iS;oK, downe and never rise. 

Her falling thou did’st urge, and thrust. 

And haste to dash her into dust. 

Dost laugh ^ proud Babels daughter I do, laugh on. 
Till thy ruine teach thee teares, 

Even such as these , laugh, till a venging throng 
Of woes, too late doe rouze thy feares 

Laugh till thy childrens bleeding bones 
Weepe pretious teares upon the stones 
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Upon EasUr Day 


R 


Ise heire of fresh etemit) 
From thj \irgm Tombe, 


Rise migl^ man of v\ondcrs, and thv uorld with thee, 
Thy Tombe the unitersali Last 
Natures new uombe 

Th) tombe fairc immortalities perfumed Nest 


Of all the glories make Noonc 
This ts the Mornc, 

This Rock bud s forth the fountame of the streames of Day, 
In jcwes uhite annalls lites this howre 
when life was borne 

No cloud scoule on his radiant lids, no tempest lower 


3 


Life, by this fight s Nativity 
All creatures have. 

Death onely by this Dayes just dooms is fore t to Dye 
Nor is Death fore t for may he ly 
Thron d in thy Grave 

Death will on this condition be content to dje 
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Sospetto d’ Herode. 

Libro Primo 
Ai gomento 

Casting the times with then strong signes^ 
Death^s Mastei hts owne death divines 
Striigling for helpe^ his best hope is 
Herod’s suspition may heale his 
Therefoie he sends a fiend to %vake^ 

The sleeping Tyrant’s fond mistake , 

TVho feai es (in vaine) that he whose Bn th 
Meanes Heav'n^ should meddle with his Eaith 


M Use, now the servant of soft Loves no more, 

Hate IS thy Theame, and Heiod^ whose unblest 
Hand (6 what dares not jealous Greatnesse '’) tore 
A thousand sweet Babes from their Mothers Brest 
The Bloomes of Martyrdome O be a Dore 
Of language to my infant Lips, yee best 

Of Confessours whose Throates answering his swords, 
Gave foith your Blood for breath, spoke soules for words 


2 

Great Anthony ' Spains well-beseeming pride, 

Thou mighty branch of Emperours and Kings , 

The Beauties of whose dawne what eye may bide ^ 
Which With the Sun himselfe weigh’s equall wings, 
Mappe of Heroick worth ' whom farre and wide 
To the beleeving world Fame boldly sings 

Deigne thou to weare this humble Wreath, that bowes 
To be the sacred Honoui of thy Browes 
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Nor needs m) Muse a blush, or these bright F/ouers 
Other than uhat their o«nc blest beauties bring 
The) were the smiling sons of those sucet Bowers, 
That drinXc the dtaw of Life, whose deathlcssc spring, 
Nor Stnan flame, nor B rtnn frost deflowers 
From whence Hea\ n labouring Bees with busie wing, 
Suck hidden sweets, which well digested prates 
Immortall Hon) for the Hite of Lotes 

4 

Thou, whose strong hand with so transcendent worth. 
Holds high the rcinc of faire Barthtmpt^ 

That neither Rome^ nor Atbtm can bnng forth 
A Name in noble deeds Rwall to thee * 

Th) Fames full noise, makes proud the patient Larth, 
Farre more than matter for ni) Muse and mce 
The Tyrhent Seas, and shores sound all the same, 
And in their murmurs kcepc thj might) Name 

5 

Below the Botome of the great Ab)sse, 

There where one Center reconciles all things 
The worlds profound Heart pants There placed is 
Mischiefes old Master, close about him clings 
A curl d knot of embracing Snakes, that kissc 
His correspondent chcekes these loathsome strings 
Hold the perverse Prmce m cfernaJJ Ties 
Fast bound, since first he forfeited the skies 

6 

The judge of Torments and the K.ing of T cares, 

He fills a burnisht Throne of quenchlcssc fire 
And for his old faire Roabes of Light, he weares 
A gloomy Mantle of darke flames the Tire 
That crownes his hated head on high appeares 
Where seav n tall Hornes (his Empires pride) ispirc 
And to make up Hells Majest), each Horne 
Seav n crested Hydra / horribly adorne 
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His Eyes, the sullen dens of Death and Night, 

Startle the dull Ayre with a dismall red 
Such his fell glances as the fatall Light 
Of staring Comets, that looke Kingdomes dead 
From his black nostnlls, and blew lips, m spight 
Of Hells owne stinke, a worser stench is spread 

His breath Hells lightning is and each deepe groane 
Disdaines to thinke that Heav’n Thunders alone 

8 

His flaming Eyes dire exhalation. 

Unto a dreadfull pile gives fiery Breath , 

Whose unconsum’d consumption pieys upon 
That never-dying Life of a long Death 
In this sad House of slow Destruftion, 

(His shop of flames) hee fryes himself, beneath 
A masse of woes, his Teeth for Torment gnash. 

While his Steele sides sound with his Tayles strong lash. 

9 

Three Rigourous Virgins waiting still behind. 

Assist the Throne of th’ Iron-sceptred King 
With whips of Thornes and knotty vipers twin’d 
They rouse him, when his ranke thoughts need a sting 
Their lockes are beds of uncomb’d snakes that wind 
About their shady browes m wanton Rings 

Thus reignes the wrathfull King, and while he reignes 
His Scepter and himselfe both he disdaines 

10 

Disdamefull wretch * how hath one bold sinne cost 
Thee all the Beauties of thy once bright Eyes i* 

How hath one black Eclipse cancell’d, and crost 
The glories that did gild thee in thy Rise ? 

Proud Morning of a perverse Day * how lost 
Art thou unto thy selfe, thou too selfe-wise 
Narassus ? foolish Phaeton who for all 
Thy high-aym’d hopes, gaind’st but a flaming fall. 
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From Death s sad shades, to the Life breathing Ayre, 

This mortall Enemy to mankinds good, 

Lifts his Malignant Eyes, wasted with care. 

To become beautifull in humane blood 
Where Jordan melts his Chrystall, to make faire 
The fields of Palesuney with so pure a flood, 

There does he fixe his Eyes and there detect 
New matter, to make go^ his great suspect 

12 

He calls to mmd th old quarrell, and what sparke 
Set the contending Sons of Heav n on fire 
Oft m his deepe thought he revolves the darke 
Sibills divining; leaves he does enquire 
Into th old Prophesies, trembling to marke 
How many present prodigies conspire, 

To crowne their past predu^ions, both he layes 
Together, m his pondrous mind both weighs 

'3 

Heavens Golden winged Herald, late he saw 
lo a poore Galilean virgin sent 

How low the Bright Youth bowd and with what awe 
Immortall flowers to her fairt hand present 
He saw th old Hehrewes wombe, negledl the Law 
Of Age and Barennesse, and her Babe prevent 
His Birth, by his Devotion who began 
Betimes to be a Saint, before a Man 

14. 

He saw rich Nedfar thawes release the rigour 
Of th Icy North, from ftost bount Atlas hands 
His Adamantine fetters fell green vigour 
Gladding the Scythian Rocks, and Lihtan sands 
He saw a vernall smile sweetly disfigure 
Winters sad face, and through the flowry lands 
Of faire Engaddi hony sweating Fountames 
With lAanna, Milk, and Balm, new broach the Mountaines 
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He saw how in that blest Day-hearing Night, 

The Hcav’n-rcbukccl shades made hast away , 

How bright a Dawnc of Angels with new Light 
Amaz’d the midnight world, and made a Day 
Of which the Morning knew not Mad with spight 
He markt how the poorc Shepheards ran to pay 
Their simple Tribute to the Babe, whose Birth 
Was the great businesse both of Hcav’n and Earth 

16 

He saw a threefold Sun, with rich encrcase. 

Make proud the Ruby portalls of the East 
He saw the Temple sacred to sweet Peace, 

Adore her Princes Birth, flat on her Brest 
He saw the falling Idolls, all confesse 
A comming Deity He saw the Nest 

Of pois’nous and unnaturall loves, Earth-nurst , 

Toucht with the worlds true Ajitidotc to burst. 

17 

He saw Heav’n blossomc with a new-borne light, 

On which, as on a glorious stranger gaz’d 

The Golden eyes of Night whose Beamc made bright 

The way to BcthUein-y and as boldly blaz’d, 

(Nor askt leave of the Sun) by Day as Nigbt 
By whom (as Heav’ns illustrious Hand-maid) rais’d 

Three Kings (or what is more) three Wise men went 
Westward to find the worlds true Orient 

18 

Strucke with these great concurrences of things, 
Symptomes so deadly, unto Death and him , 

Fame would he have forgot what fatall strings, 

Eternally bind each rebellious limbe 
He shooke himselfe, and spread his spatious wings 
Which like two Bosom’d sailes embrace the dimme 
Aire, with a dismall shade, but all m vame, 

Of sturdy Adamant is his strong chame. 
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While thus Hcav us highest counsails, hy the low 
Foot steps of their Effe^s, he tracd too wel), 

He tost his troubled e}cs. Embers that glow 
Now with new Rage, and wax too hoc for Hell 
With his foule clawes he fened his furrowed Brow, 
And gate a gastly shreeke, whose horrid yell 

Ran trembling through the hollow \aults of Night, 
The while his twisted Tayle he gnaw d for spight 

20 

et on the other side, fame would he start 
Above his feares, and thtnke it cannot be 
He studies Senpture, strnes to sound the heart. 

And feele the pulse of every Prophecy 

He knows (but knoues not how, or by what Art) 

The Heav n expefling Ages hope to see 
A mighty Babe, whose pure, unspotted Birth, 

From a chast Virgin wombe, should blesse the Eirth 

zt 

But these vast Mysteries his senses smother, 

And Reason (for whats Faith to him^) de\ourc 
How she that is a maid should prove a Mother, 

Yet keepc inviolate her virgin flower 
How Gods eternall Sonne should be mans Brother, 
Poseth his proudest IntcIIedluall power 
How a pure Spirit should incarnate bee 
And life it selfe weare Deaths fraile Livery 

22 

That the Great Angell Winding light should shnnkc 
His blaze, to shine in a poore Shepherds eye 
That the unmeasur d God so low should sinkc, 

As Pns ner in a few poore Rags to lye 
That from bis Mothers Brest he milke should dnnke 
Who feeds with Nedfar Hea\ ns faire family 
That a vile Manger bis low Bed should prove, 

Who m a Throne of stars Thunders above. 
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That he whom the Sun serve's, should faintly peepe 
Through clouds of Infant flesh that he the old 
Etcrnall Word should be a Child, and weepe 
That he who made the fire, should fc.ire the cold , 
That Heav'ns high Majesty his Court should kcepc 
In a clay cottage, by each blast control’d 

That Glories self should scr\c our Griefs, 5c fearcs 
And free Eternity, submit to yearcs 

24. 

And further, that the Lawes eternall Giver, 

Should bleed m his ownc lawes obedience 
And to the circumcising Knife deliver 
Himselfe, the forfet of his slaves oflence 
That the unblcmisht Lambe, blessed for ever. 

Should take the marke of sin, and panic of sence 
These are the knotty Riddles, whose darkc doubt 
Intangles his lost Thoughts, past getting out 

25. 

While new Thoughts boyl’d in his enraged Brest, 

His gloomy Bosomes darkest Character, 

Was m his shady forehead seen exprest 

The forehead’s shade m Griefes expression there. 

Is what in signe of joy among the blest 
The faces lightning, or a smile is here 

Those stings of care that his strong Heart opprest, 
A desperate, Oh mcc^ drew from his deepc Brest 

26 

Oh rnee I (^thus bellow’d he) oh vice * what great 
Portents before mine eyes their Powers advance ? 

And serves my purer sight, onely to beat 

Downe my proud Thought, and leave it in a Trance 

Frowne I, and can great Nature keep her seat? 

And the gay starrs lead on their Golden dance ? 

Can his attempts above still prosp’rous be. 
Auspicious still, m spight of Hell and me ? 
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Hee has mj Heaven (what would he more?) whose bright 
And radiant Scepter this bold hand should bearc 
And for the never fading fields of Light, 

My faire Inheritance, he confines me here, 

To this darkc House of shades, horrour, and Night, 

To draw a long Iivd Death, where all mj checre 
Is the solemnit) my sorrow weares. 

That Mankinds Torment waits upon raj Tcarcs 

28 

Darkc, dusky Man, he needs would single forth, 

To make the partner of his owne pure ray 
And should we Powers of Hea\ n bpirits of worth, 

Bow our bright Heads, before a King of claj ? 

It shall not be, said I, and clombe the Norths 
Where never wing of Jn^ell jet made way 

What though I mist mj Wow? jet I strooke high, 

And to dare something, is some vjdlory 

29 

Is he not satisfied ? meanes he to wrest 
Hell from me too, and sack my Territories ? 

Vile humane Nature means he not t invest 
(O my despight’) with his divinest Glories? 

And rising with rich spoiler upon his Brest, 

With his faire Triumphs fill all future stones? 

Must the bright armes of Heav n, rebuke these eyes ? 
Mocke me, and dazlc my darke Mjstencs? 

30 

Art thou not Lucifer ? he to whom the droves 
Of Stars, that gild the Mome m charge were given? 

The nimblest of the lightning winged Loves ? 

The fairest, and the first borne smile of Heav n ? 

Looke in what Pompe the Mistrisse Planet moves 
Rev rentlj circled bj the lesser seaven, 

Such, and so rich, the flames that from thine ejes, 
Opprest the common people of the skyes 

G 
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Ah wretch ' what bootes thee to cast back thy eyes, 
Where dawning hope no beame of comfort showes 
While the refledfion of thy forepast joyes, 

Renders thee double to thy present woes 
Rather make up to thy new miseries, 

And meet the mischiefe that upon thee growes 

If Hell must mourne, Heav’n sure shall sympathize , 
What force cannot effecl, fraud shall devise 

32* 

And yet whose foice feare I ? have I so lost 
My selfe my strength too with my innocence ? 

Come try who dares, Heav’n^ Emth^ what ere dost boast, 
A borrowed being, make thy bold defence 
Come thy Creator too, what though it cost 
Me yet a second fall '' wee ’d try our strengths 
Heav’n saw us struggle once, as brave a fight 
Earth now should see, and tremble at the sight 

33 

Thus spoke th’ impatient Prince, and made a pause , 

His foule Hags rais’d their heads, & clapt their hands 
And all the Powers of Hell m full applause 
Flounsht their Snakes, and tost their flaming brands 
We (said the horrid sisters) wait thy lawes, 

Th’ obsequious handmaids of thy high commands 
Be it thy part. Hells mighty Lord, to lay 
On us thy dread commands, ours to obey 

34 

What thy AleSlo^ what these hands can doe. 

Thou mad’st bold proofe upon the brow of Heav’n, 

Nor should’st thou bate in pride, because that now. 

To these thy sooty Kmgdomes thou art driven 
Let Heav’ns Lord chide above lowder than thou 
In language of his Thunder, thou art even 
With him below here thou art Lord alone 
Boundlesse and absolute Hell is thine owne. 
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If u<uall «jr, and 'trench will doc no good, 

Venues of stones, nor nerWs stronger charmes, 

Anger, and btc, h«t hoofco of humane Wood 
If all fatic t'cc 1 put on our proudest Armes 
And pounng on licav ns face the Seas huge fltxxJ 
Quench hts curld fjrc<, hcc *I wake isith our Alarmw 
Ruine, uhcrc c re she leepcs at Katures feet , 

And crush the s\ofld nil hti uidc corners meet 

RepI) d the proud King, O m) Crouncs Defence, 

Staj of mj strong hopes \ou of sshme bra\c worth. 

The frighted stars ttwke faint experience 
When gainst the Ihundcrs mouth we marched forth 
Still )ou are prodigall of tour loses expence 
In our great projecls both gainst llcav n and Karth 
1 thankc )ou ail, but one must single out, 

Cruthjf she alone shall cure m) doubt 

37 

Fourth of the cursed knot of flags is shce, 

Or rather all the other three m one 
Hells shop of slaughter shce doj otcrscc. 

And stiH assist the Execution 

But chiefl) there do s she delight to be. 

Where Hells capacious Ciuldron is set on 

And while the black joules boilc in their own gore, 

To hold them down, and lookc that none sceth o re 

38 

Thnee howld the Ones of Night, and thrice the sound, 
Thundnng upon the bankes of those black lakes 
Rung through the hollow saults of Hell profound 
At last her listning Earcs the noise o re takes. 

She lifts her sooty lampcs, and looking round, 

A gen rail hisse from the whole Tire of snakes 
Rebounding, through Hells inmost Ca\ ernes nmc 
In answer to her formidable Name 

G 2 
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’Mongst all the Palaces in Hells command, 

No one so mercilesse as this of hers 
The Adamantine Doois, for ever stand 
Impenetrable, both to prai’rs and Tcaies, 

The walls inexorable steele, no hand 
Of T/wr, or Teeth of hungry Runu feares. 

Their ugly ornaments are the bloody stames, 

Of lagged limbs, tome sculls, & dasht out Braines 

40 

There has the purple Vengeance a proud seat. 

Whose ever-biandisht Sword is sheathM in blood 
About her HatCf JV7ath^ Waue^ and Slnughtei sweat, 
Bathing their hot limbs in life’s pretious flood 
There rude impetuous Rage do’s storme, and fret 
And there, as Master of this murd’ring brood. 
Swinging a huge Sith stands impartiall Deaths 
With endlesse businesse almost out of Breath 

41 

For hangings and for Curtaines, all along 
The walls, (abominable ornaments *) 

Are tooles of wrath, Anvills of Torments hung, 

Fell Executioners of foule intents, 

Nailes, hammers, hatchets sharpe, and halters strong. 
Swords, Speares, with all the fatall Instruments 
Of sin, and Death, twice dipt in the dire staincs 
Of brothers mutuall blood, and Fathers braines 

42 

The Tables furnisht with a cursed Feast, 

Which Harpyes^ with leane Famnie feed upon. 

Unfill’d for ever Here among the rest. 

Inhumane Ei isi-cthon too makes one , 

Tantalus^ Atreus^ P} ogne^ heie are guests 
Wolvish Lycaon here a place hath won 
The cup they drinke in is Medusa’s scull, 

Which mixt with gall & blood they quaffe brim full 


100 



STEPS TO THE TEMPLE 

43 

The foulc Queens most ibhorrcd Maids of Honour 
Medsa^ Jezabellj man) a meager Witch, 

With Circe^ Scyl/a, stand to wait upon her 
But her best huswifes are the Parca^ which 
Still worke for her, and have their wages from her 
They prick t bleeding heart at every stitch 

Her cruell cloathes of costly threds they weave. 

Which short cut lives of murdred Infants leave 

44 

The house is hers d about with a black wood, 

Which nods with many a heavy headed tree 
Each flowers a pregnant poyson, try d and good, 

Each herbe a Plague The winds sighes timed bee 
By a black Fount, which weeps into a flood 
Through the chick shades obscurely might you see 
Minoiaures, Cylopses^ with a darke drove 
Of DragonSy H^draesy Sphinxesy fill the Grove 

45 

Here Diomid's Horses, Phertus dogs appeare. 

With the fierce Lyons of Therodamas 
Bustns ha s his bloody Altar here. 

Here Sylla his severest prison has 
The Lestngontans here their Table reare 
Here strong Procrustes Plants his Bed of Brasse 
Here cruell Scyron boasts his bloody rockes, 

And hatefull Schinis his so feared Oakes 

46 

What ever Schemes of Blood, fantastick frames 
Of Death MezentmSy or Geryon drew 
PhalartSy Oclus EzehnuSy names 
Mighty in mischiefe, with dread Nero too 
Here are they ill Here all the swords or flames 
Assyrian Tyrants or Egyptian knew 
Such was the House, so furnisht was the Hall, 

Whence the fourth Puryy answer d Pluto s call 
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Scaice to this Monster could the shady King, 

The horrid summe of his intentions tell , 

But shee (swift as the momentary wing 
Of lightning, or the words he spoke) left Hell 
' She rose, and with her to our world did bring. 

Pale proofe of her fell presence, Th’ aire too well 
With a chang’d countenance witnest the sight. 
And poore fowles intercepted in their flight. 

48. 

Heav’n saw her rise, and saw Hell in the sight 
The field’s faire Eyes saw her, and saw no more. 
But shut their flowry lids, for ever Night, 

And Winter strow her way, yea, such a sore 
Is she to Nature, that a generall fright. 

An universall palsie spreading o’re 

The face of things, from her dire eyes had run. 
Had not her thick Snakes hid them from the Sun 

49 - 

Now had the Night’s companion from her den. 
Where all the busie day she close doth ly. 

With her soft wing wipt from the browes of men 
Day’s sweat, and by a gentle Tyranny, 

And sweet oppression, kindly cheating them 
Of all their cares, tam’d the rebellious eye 
Of sorrow, with a soft and downy hand. 

Sealing all brests in a Lethcsan band 

50. 

When the Ertnnys her black pineons spread. 

And came to Bethlem^ where the cruel! King 
Had now retyr’d himselfe, and borrowed 
His Brest a while from care’s unquiet sting, 

Such as at Thebes dire feast she shew’d her head. 
Her sulphur-breathed Torches brandishing. 

Such to the frighted Palace now she comes. 

And with soft feet searches the silent roomes 


102 



STEPS TO THE TEMPLE 


S' 

By Hired now was borne 

The Scepter, which of old great David swaid 
Whose right by David s image so long worne, 

Himselfe a stranger to, his oune had made 
And from the head of Judahs house quite tome 
The Crowne, for which upon their necks he laid 
A sad yoake, under which they sigh d in vaine. 

And looking on their lost state sigh d againe 

52 

Up, through the spatious Pallace passed she, 

To where the Kings proudly reposed head 
(If any can be soft to Tyranny 
And selfe tormenting sin) had a soft bed 
She thmkes not fie such he her face should see, 

As It IS scene by Hell and seen with dread 
To change her faces stile she doth devise, 

And m a pale Ghosts shape to spare his Eyes 

53 

Her selfe a while <!he layes aside, and makes 

Ready to personate a mortall part 

Joseph the Kings dead Brothers shape she take*: 

What he by Nature was, is she by Art 

She comes toth’ King and with her cold hand slakes 

His Spirits, the Sparkes of Life, and chills his heart, 

Lifes forge fain d is her voice and false too, be 
Her words sleep st thou fond mm ^ sleep st thou ^ said she 

54 

So sleeps a Pilot, whose poore Barke is prest 
With many a mercy lesse ore mastring wave 
For whom (as dead) the wrathful! winds contest, 

Which of them deep st shall di^;e her watry Grave 
Why dost thou let thy brave soule lye supprest 
In Death like slumbers while thy dangers crave 
A waking eye and hand? looke up and see 
The fates ripe, in their great conspiracy 
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Know’st thou not how of th’ Hcbrewes royall stemmc 
(That old dry stocke) a despair’d branch is sprung 
A most strange Babe • who here conceal’d by them 
In a negledled stable lies, among 
Beasts and base straw Already is the streame 
Quite turn’d th’ mgratefull Rebells this their young 
Master (with voyce free as the Trumpe of Fajiie) 
Their new King, and thy Successour proclame 

56. 

What busy motions , what wild Engines stand 
On tiptoe in their giddy Braynes ? th’ have fire 
Already in their Bosomes , and their hand 
Already reaches at a sword , They hire 
Poysons to speed thee , yet through all the Land 
What one comes to reveale what they conspire ? 

Goe now, make much of these , wage still their wars 
And bring home on thy Brest more thanldesse scarrs 

57 

Why did I spend my life, and spill my Blood, 

That thy firme hand for ever might sustaine 
A well-pois’d Scepter ^ does it now seeme good 
Thy brothers blood be-spilt, life spent in vaine ? 

’Gainst thy owne sons and Biotheis thou hast stood 
In Armes, when lesser cause was to complaine 
And now crosse Fates a watch about thee keepe, 
Can’st thou be carelesse now ^ now can’st thou sleep ? 

58 

Where art thou man ? what cowardly mistake 
Of thy gieat selfe, hath stolne King Heiod from thee? 
O call thy selfe home to thy self, wake, wake. 

And fence the hanging sword Heav’n throws upon thee 
Redeeme a worthy wrath rouse thee, and shake 
Thy selfe into a shape that may become thee 
Be Herod^ and thou shalt not misse from mee 
Immortall stings to thy great thoughts, and thee 
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So said her richest snake, which to her wrist 
For a beseeming bracelet she had ty d 
(A speciall Worme it was as ever kist 
The foamy hps of Cerherui) she apply d 
To the Kings Heart, the Snake no sooner hist, 

But vertue heard it, and away she hy d, 

Dire flames diffuse themselves through every veine. 
This done, Home to her Hell she hy d amame 

60 

He wakes, and with him (ne re to sleepe) new feares 
His Sweat bedewed Bed hath now betrai d him, 

To a vast field of thornes, ten thousand Speares 
All pointed m his heart seemd to invade him 
So mighty were th amazing Charadlers 
With which his feeling Dreame had thus dismay d him. 
He his owne fancj framed foes defies 
In rage, My armesy give me my armes, he cryes 

61 

As when a Pile of food preparing fire. 

The breath of artificial! lungs embraves 
The Caldron prison d waters straight conspire 
And beat the hot Brasse with rebellious waves 
He murmurs, and rebukes their bold desire 
Th impatient liquor frets, and foames and raves 
Till his ore flowing pride suppresse the flame, 
Whence all his high spints, and hot courage came 
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bo boyles the fired Herods blood swolne brest, 

Not to be slakt but by a Sea of blood 
His faithlcsse Crovvne he fceles loose on his Crest 
Which on false Tv rants head ne re firmely stood 
The worme of jealous envy and unrest 
To which his gnavvd heart is the growing food 
Makes him impatient of the Imgnng light 
Hate the sweet peace of all-composing Night 
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A Thousand Prophecies that talke strange things, 

Had sowne of old these doubts in his deepe brest. 

And now of late came tributary Kings, 

Bringing him nothing but new feares from th’ East, 
Moie deepe suspicions, and more deadly stings. 

With which his feav’rous cares their cold mcreast 

And now his dream (Hels firebrand) stil more bright, 
Shew’d him his feares, and kill’d him with the sight 
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No sooner therefore shall the Morning see 
(Night hangs yet heavy on the lids of Day) 

But all his Counsellours must summon’d bee. 

To meet their troubled Lord Without delay 
Heralds and Messengers immediately 
Are sent about, who poasting every way 
To th’heads and Officers of every band , 

Declare who sends, and what is his command 
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Why art thou troubled Herod ^ what vaine feare 
Thy blood-revolving Brest to rage doth move ? 

Heavens King, who doffs himselfe weak flesh to weare. 
Comes not to rule m wrath, but serve m love 
Nor would he this thy fear’d Crown from thee Teare, 
But give thee a better with himselfe above 
Poore jealousie • why should he wish to prey 
Upon thy Crowne, who gives his owne away ? 
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Make to thy reason man, and mock thy doubts, 

Looke how below thy feares their causes are , 

Thou art a Souldier Herod , send thy Scouts, 

See how hee’s furnish’t for so fear’d a warre ? 

What armour does he weare ? A few thin clouts 
His Trumpets ? tender cries , his men to dare 

So much ^ rude Shepheards , What his steeds ? Alas 
Poore [Beasts] I a slow Oxe, and a simple Asse 

II fine del prwio Ltbro 
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Votiva Domus Petrensis Pro Domo Dei 

U 7 mag}s tn Mundt votts^ Avtiim^ querelts 

Jam veniens solet esu Dies, ubt cuspide prtmd 
Palpitatj tsf roseo Lux praivia hdit ah ortu 
Cxm nee abut Phoebus, nec Eats Its tut habents 
Totus adeit^ volucrbtm^ proeul vaga tnurmura mulcet 

Nos ita qtioi niiper radtti offavtt honestis 
Relligiosa Dies , noitrl^ per atrta Cosh 
(Sacra Domus nostrum ett Coelum) jam luce tenellS 
Libat adbttc trepidae Fax nondum firma Diel 
Nos ita jam exercet nmtt impatient t a Voti, 
sut propiore premit 

Quis ptSiora ianti 

Tendit amor Cespu ^ Desiderio quhm longo 
Lenite spes tnhtant^ Domus o dulctsstma rerum'' 

Plena Deo Domus • Ah, Quis cnr Qujs {dictmui) Hie, 
(0 Bonus^ 0 Ingens mentis^ o Proxmus ipsi, 

Quern voeat tn sua Dona, Deo *) quo vindiee iotas 
ExeuUant Tenebras h<sc Sanifta Crepu«cula> 

Quando, 

Quando ent^ ut iremula FJos heu tener tile Diei, 

£ ui velut ex Onente suo jam Altana circum 
ambit, Id ambiguo nobis proeul annutt astro, 

Plems se pandat folns, fcf Lampade tota 
Lestus (ut I medio cum Sol mscat aureus axe) 

Attonitam penetrare Domum bene possit adulto 
Sidere, nec dubio Pia Mcenia mulceat ore ? 

Quando erit, ut Convexa suo quoque pulchra sereno 
Florescant, roseSg tremant Laqueana rtsu ^ 

Qus nimtum informis tanq\u'Iam sibt conscia frontis 
Perpetuis jam se lustrant lacrjmantia gutUs 

Quando erit, ut clans melton luce Fenestns 
Plurima per vitreos vwat Pia Pagma vultus ? 

Quando erit, ut Sacrum nohis celebrantibus Hymnum 
Organicos factU, id nunqttam fallente susurro 
Nobile rnujffittr ogat nervos pulmonis miqui 
Fistula ne monttus nec faciat male jida smistros'^ 
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Denique, qmcqnul td r?/, quod Res htc Sacra icqimti^ 
Fainta tlla^ ^ fcli\ {stig 6 Tua) Dextia, sua7n an 
Debeat haoc Auioia Dicm Tibi supplicat Ipsa, 

Ipsa Tibi facit Ara preces. Tu ja7n Illius audi^ 

Atuhet Ilia tuas Dubtu77i e$t {777odh po7rige dextram) 

Des 7 ;;^^};, a7i capias nude taTttiwi esse beatus, 

Et danu77i hoc Iuc7a7e ‘Tibt, 

Sets Ipse voIuc7es 

Qua; Rota volvat opes, has e7gh htc flge pe7en7its 
Fu7tda77ie7ita Do77x{ls Petrensi ;?/ Rupe , su^Tig 
Fortunae sic dc77ic Rotam. Sets Ipse ptocaces 
Divitias quam ptotta vagos vehat ala per Eta os, 

Divitns tllas^ age, deme volticrihus alas, 

Facg suns Nostras t/lis stt titdus ad Aras 
Remigii ut tandem pennas melions adepta:, 

Se rapiant Dominumq, suum supet rstheia secum 

Feltx 0 qui stc potutt bene ptovidus uti 
Proveib 23 5 Fortunae pennis £5f opum levitate suarum, 

Devittlsque suts Aquilae sic addidit Alas 
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LJVSDEM 

In CKterorum Operum difficili 

Pirtuntione 

GLMirVS 

O Felix fimis Ilia, (sf nastre mbtlc 

Inxidite Volucns* faalt funcrc iurgem 

Mater ed^ra sui nitidt. nsva fila juxentT, 

Ft fcstinatos fera^it uht fata per ignes 
Ilia, baud nataln tet tarms memtbus hrai 
Tam mtserts tenuata moris, salutu velut uno 
In nova secla rapit wr, caput omne dtcaras 
Fxpluat tn frendes^ roiei^ rcpullulat ertu 
Cinnameei timuj Ilia re^ot eemcenderit^ omnern 
Lata hihit Pheebunt, jatt jam vtilnabus alts 
Plaudit humumy Cmcrtsjue sues 

Heu ' dispirc fate 

Net fermur , Senior^ 5uo sub Apollinc Phoenix 
Peirensis Mater, dubiaJ hbraia per auras 
Pendei adhuc quarltj^ stnum m qu9 psnat inertes 
Exuvias, spshUj^ sua: Repanta Seneftr 
Ore Pan surgat per emnta Vullu 

At nunc heu nixu seels meliens tn ipso 
Dehqutum patitur ' — 

At nunc heu Lentx longo tn molsmine Vit® 

Interea nmttur^ Dubio slant Mcenia vultu 
Parte suj Pulchra, fratres tn fa-dcra Muros 
Invitant /r[u]itray nee respondentia Saxis 
Saxa suit mccrent Opera tnUrmtssay manusq 
Implorant 

Succurre Pi*, succiirre Parenti, 

0 Qutsquts pius es llli succurre Parcnti, 

Quam stbt tot sanStes Matres babuere Parentem 
Qutsquts es o Tibi, crede Tibi tot hiantia ruptis 
Aicentbus Ora loqui * Matrcm Tibi, crede^ xerendam 
Muros tarn longo laceros sentSa sttuque 
Ceu Canos monstrare suos Succurre rogantt 
Per Tibi Plena oltmy per jam Sibi Sicca precatut 
Ubera, ne dests Senio Stc longa Juventus 
Te foveaty querul* nunquam cessura SenefI® 
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On M‘i George Herberts bookc intituled the Temple of 
Saaed PoemSj sent to a Gentle-tvoman. 

K Now you fatre on what you lookc , 

Diviiiest love lyes in this booke 
Expefting her from your eyes, 

To kindle this his sacrifice 

When your hands untie these strings, 

Think yo’havc an Angcll by the wings. 

One that gladly will be nigh, 

To waite upon each morning sigh. 

To flutter in the balmy aire, 

Of your well-perfumed praier , 

These white plumes of his hce’l lend you, 

Which every day to heaven will send you 
To take acquaintance of the sphcaie^ 

And all the smooth-fac’d kindred there 
And though Herbcit's name doe owe 
These devotions, fairest, know 
That while I lay them on the shrine 
Of your white hand, they are mine. 
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On a treatise of Chanty 

R ise then, immortal! maid • Rehpon rise ’ 

Put on thy self in thme owne lookcs t our eyes 
Be what thy beauties, not our blots have made thee, 
Such as (ere our darke sinncs to dust betrayed thee) 
Heavn set thee down new drcst when thy bright birth 
Shot thee like lightning to th astonisht earth 
From th dawn of thy faire eye hds wipe away. 

Dull mists, and melancholy clouds , take day 
And thine owne beames about thee, bring the best 
Of what so ere perfum d thy Eastern Nest 
Girt all thy glories to thee then sit down, 

Open thy booke, faire Queen, and take thy croxvne 
Ihese learned leaves shall vindicate to thee, 

Thy holiest, humblest, hand maid Chantie 
She 1 dresse thee like thy self, «et thee on high, 

Where thou shall reach all hearts, command each eye, 
Lo where I see thy off rin^ wrake, and rise, 

From the pale dust of that strange sacrifice 
Which they themselves were each one putting on 
A majestic that may beseeme thy throne 
The Holy youth of Heav n whose golden rings 
Girt round thy awfull altars, with bright wings 
Fanning thy faire locks (which the world beleeves, 

As much as sees) shall with these sacred leaves 
Trick their tall plumes, and in that garbe shall go, 

If not more glorious, more conspicuous tho 
Be It enadled then 

By the faire lawes of thy firm pointed pen, 

God s services no longer shall put on 
A sluttishnesse^ for pure religion 
No longer shall our Churches fnghted stones 
Lie scatter d like the burnt and martyr d bones 
Of dead Devotion nor faint marbles weep 
In their sad ruines nor Religion keep 
A melancholy mansion in those cold 
Urns Like Gods Saniluanes they look t of old 
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Now seeme they Temples consecrate to none^ 

Or to a new God desolation 
No moie the Hypocrite shall th’ upright bee 
Because he’s stiffe, and will confesse no knee 
While others bend their knee, no more shalt thou 
(Disdamefull dust and ashes) bend thy brow , 

Nor on God’s Altar cast two scortching eyes 
Bak’t in hot scorn, for a burnt sacrifice 
But (for a Lambe) thy tame and tender heart 
New struck by love, still trembling on his dart. 

Or (for two Turtle Doves') it shall suffice 

To bring a paire of meek and humble eyes 

This shall from henceforth be the masculine theme 

Pulpits and pens shall sweat in, to ledeeme 

Veitue to aftion, that hfe-feedmg flame 

That keepes Religion warme , not swell a name 

Of faith, a mountaine word^ made up of aiie. 

With those deare spoiles that wont to dresse the faire 
And fruitfull Chanties full breasts (of old) 

Turning her out to tremble in the cold 
What can the poore hope from us, when we bee 
TJncharitable ev’n to Charitic ? 
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Tides qua. sola justificat, non est sine 
Spe & Dile^ione 

N Atn nt^ tarn sola tst O qua inali (emar amarui 
Tam so las negat tn mutua sceptra manus ^ 

Deme Ttdem me me ertt jam nomen Amorts 
Et vel erit^ vel aget quid sine Amofe ftdes ? 

Brgl Amor^ /, marere ^ I magnasy Purr almCy per umbras 
hl^sits non tarn numen inane locts 
0 henty quid pharetra hoc saltern tua preestat lA arcus, 

Ni ubx m extremal sit pyra nulla rogos * 

0 henty quid tuus has saltern tsht providet ignis, 

Jn tu aquas possts Jitnera ferrey faces ^ 

^urus eiy ahy quitquts tarn aulcta vincula solvti 
Qua hgaty lA quibus est tpse Ugaius Amor 
0 bene junblarum divortia sava sororumy 
Tam penttus mtxtas qua tenuere manus * 

Nam qua (tarn varta) tn tarn mutua viscera vtvunt^ 

Aut uhiy qua duo sunty tarn prop} sunt eadem ? 

Alterms sese circum ampleSluntur m ttlnis 
Extrbque lA suprdy subter lA mtus eunt 
Non tarn Nympha tenaxy Baccho jam mista maritOy 
Ahdidtt in Uqutdos maicula vina smut 
Compare jam dempto saltern sua murmura seruat 
Turtur y (A tn viduos wuit amara modos 
At Ftdet sit demptus Amor non ilia dolebity 
Non ertt tmpaUenSy agrdque jam montur 
PalmOy marem cut tnsiis hyems procul abstuht umbramy 
Prottnus in vtrtdem procubuit factem ^ 

Undique circumfert caput omnibus annuit Euris 
Siqua maritalem misceat aura comam 
Ah miseroy expe^at longumy lentkmque expiraty 
Et demum totis excutitur folns 
At stne Amore Ftdesy nec tantum vivere perstat 
Quo diet posstt vel moniura Fides 
Moriua jam nunc est nisi demunt mortua non est 
Corporea hacy antmH deficientoy domus 
H 
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Cot pore ab hoc Ftdei hanc antmam st demts Amorn^ 
yam ilia sola quidem est^ sed male sola Ftdes 
HeSfore ab hoc^ cun us quern jam nunc seniit Achillts^ 
HeSlora eum speies quern modi sensit herns'^ 

Fustes exuvias^ Oetmi frusta futous^ 

(J^anus')^ in AlctdiS nomen & a£ia vocas ? 

Fel satis in monstra htsc^ plus qiiam Nemecea^ malorum 
Hoc Fidei toi vum & ii iste cadaver erit ? 

Immo^ Ftdem usque suos velut ipse Amor ardet aniores , 
Sic in Amore fidem comprobat ipsa Fides 

ERGO 

Ilia Fides vacu& qua; sola suberbiet aula^ 

Quam Spes desperet^ quam ncc arnabit Amor , 

Sola Fides heec^ tarn misere^ tarn desolate 
Sola^ (quod ad nos est) sola sit usque licet 
A sociis ques sola suis^ d se quoque sola est> 

Ques sibi tarn nimia est^ sit mihi nulla Fides 
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Baptisnius non tollit futura peccata 

Q Uisquis es tile iener modh quern tua* mater Achtllet 
In atherea provtda Unxit aquis, 

danus^ sed non securus dimittens tlltnc 
In nova non iutui vuhiera vwts adhuc 
Mtlle patent aditus , plhs quam cake peterdus 
Ad ntgri metues sptcula mtlle det 
Quid SI est vera salus^ veterem meminisse salutem 
St nempe hoc verl est essty fuisse pium 
Ilia ttbi veteres navis quts vtcerat AustroSy 
St manet tn medtts usqul supersies aquts 
Ac dum tu mueros in littore vests amtcosy 
Bt peceatorum triste sodahttuniy 
Ilia itbt tnierea tufts trahet otta veliSy 
ExpeSlans donee tu redttsse queas 
Quin igitur da vina, puer y da vivere vtta 
Mute suum sentbusy mttte supercthum 
Denemus tmtdae, o soetty sua frtgora hruntte 
Sterna teneant htc nova regna rosa 
Ah non tam tetrtcos sic eluilabmur Euros 
Effraftam non est sic rexoeare ratem 

Has undas altis decet ergi exiinguere tn undis 
Naufragtum hoc alto mmergere naufragio 
Possit ut tile malts oculus modh naufragus undtSy 
Jam lacrymts melius naufragus esse suis 
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THE DELIGHTS OF THE MUSES 


Mustcks Duel! 

N Ovv Westward Sol had spent the richest Beams 
Of Noons high Glory, when hard by the streams 
Of Tiber on the sceane of a greene plat, 

Under proteflion of an Oake there sate 
A sweet Lutes master in whose gentle ajres 
He lost the Da)es heat, and his owne hot cares 
Close in the covert of the leaves there stood 
A Nightingale, come from the neighbouring wood 
(The sweet inhabitant of each glad Tree, 

Their Muse their Syren^ harmlesse Syren she) 

There stood she listning, and did entertaine 
The Musicks soft report and mold the same 
In her owne murmures, that uhat ever mood 
His curious fingers lent her voyce made good 
The man perceivd his Rivall and her Art, 

Dispos d to give the light foot Lady sport 
Awakes his Lute and gainst the fight to come 
Informes it, in a sweet Praludium 
Of closer straines, and ere the warre begin, 

He lightly skirmishes on every stnng 

Chargd with a flying touch and straightway she 

Carves out her dainty voyce as readil) 

Into a thousand sweet distinguish d Tones, 

And reckons up in soft divisions, 

Quicke volumes of wild Notes to let him know 
By that shnll taste, she could do something too 
His nimble hands mstinft then taught each stnng 
A capnng cheerefullnesse and made them sing 
To their owne dance now negligently rash 
He throwes his Arme, and with a long drawne dash 
Blends all together then distinctly tripps 
From this to that then quicke returning skipps 
And snatches this again, and pauses there 
Shee measures every measure, every where 
Meets art with art sometimes as if in doubt, 

Not perfect jet, and feanng to be out, 
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Traylcs her plaine Ditty in one long-spun note, 
Through the slecke passage of her open throat, 

A cleare unwnnckled song , then doth shee point it 
With tender accents, and severely joynt it 
By shoit diminutives, that being rear’d 
In controverting waiblcs evenly shar’d. 

With her sweet selfe shee wrangles Hec amazed 
That from so small a channell should be rais’d 
The toirent of a voyce, whose melody 
Could melt into such sweet variety, 

Straines highei yet, that tickled with lare art 
The tathng strings (each breathing in his part) 

Most kindly doe fall out , the grumbling Base 
In surly groans disdaines the Trebles Grace, 

The high-perch’t treble chirps at this, and chides, 
Untill his finger (Moderatour) hides 
And closes the sweet quarrell, rowsing all 
Hoarce, shrill, at once, as when the Trumpets call 
Hot Mars to th’PIarvest of Deaths field, and woo 
Mens hearts into their hands this lesson too 
Shee gives him back, her supple Biest thrills out 
Sharpe Aiies, and staggeis m a warbling doubt 
Of dallying sweetnesse, hovers o’re her skill. 

And folds in wav’d notes with a trembling bill 
The plyant Senes of her slippery song, 

Then starts shee suddenly into a Throng 
Of short thicke sobs, whose thundiing volleyes float. 
And roule themselves over her lubrick throat 
In panting murmurs, still’d out of her Breast, 

That ever-bubhng spring, the sugred Nest 
Of her delicious soule, that there does lye 
Bathing m streames of liquid Melodie , 

Musicks best seed-plot, wheie in ripen’d Aires 
A Golden-headed Harvest fairely reaies 
His Honey-dropping tops, plow’d by her bieath 
Which there reciprocally laboureth 
In that sweet soyle, it seemes a holy quire 
Founded to th’ Name of gieat Apollo’s lyre. 

Whose silver-roofe iings with the sprightly notes 
Of sweet-lipp’d Angell-Imps, that swill their throats 
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In creame of Morning Hthcon and then 
Preferre soft Anthems to the Jbares of men, 

To woo them from their Beds, still murmunng 
That men can sleepc tvhile they their Mattens sing 
(Most divine service) whose so early 
Prevents the E)e hdds of the blushing day * 

There jou might heare her kindle her soft voyce, 

In the close murmur of a sparkling noyse, 

And lay the ground worke of her hopefull song, 

Still keeping in the forward streame, so long 
Till a sweet whirle wind (striving to get out) 

Heaves her soft Bosome wanders round about, 

And makes a pretty Earthquake in her Breast, 

Till the fledgd Notes at length forsake their Nest, 
Fluttering in wanton shoales and to the Sky 
Wing d with their owne wild Eccho s pratling fly 
Shee opes the floodgite, and lets loose a Tide 
Of streaming sweetnessc, which in state doth ride 
On the wav d backe of every swelling straine, 

Kising and falling in a pompous traine 
And while she thus discharges a shrill peale 
Of flashing Aires she qualifies their zeale 
With the coole Epode of a graver Noat, 

Thus high, thus low, as if her silver throat 
Would reach the brasen voyce of wars hoarce Bird 
Her little soule is ravisht and so pourd 
Into loose cxtasies, that shee is plac t 
Above her seJfe, Musicks Lnthmiast 
Shame now and anger mixt a double staine 
In the Musitians face yet once againe 
(Mistresse) I come now reach a straine my Lute 
Above her mocke, or be for ever mute 
Or tune a song of victory to roe. 

Or to thy selfe, sing thine owne Obsequic , 

So said, his hands sprightly as fire he flings, 

And with a quavering coynesse tasts the strings 
The sweet lip t sistere musically frighted, 

Singing their feares are fearefully delighted 
Trembling as when Appolloi golden haires 
Are fan d and frizled, m the wanton ayres 
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Of hi> ov n ha.ith v hich imrrvcd to h,^ l',rt 

Doth tunc tilt A// .uh! m.'L< tdlc iooht h.^htr 

hVoin thi*' to that, frotri tint to the he i 1 )t> 

^tt!c^ iMu«>icks puht 111 all her '\tttr)t , 

Caught in a net v hirh thtrr ^prtni', 

{111 iuigti'i •'trugL'le V ith the tot-’!! ihrcacin, 

Follov ing tho^'t luilt nil', he sinli" into 

A Sta ot Jlelucn, h’*; h mti dot got 

'Fho'^t pirti of <•/ cttiit‘'‘t vhuh v/ith Xt lar drop, 

Softer then tint which pinf in I!i''s cu{) 

'Die luiinourou‘1 ‘•tring' e’ p nind hii learned touch, 

]Jy various Glo'sts , noa thtv setnu to gruteh, 

And inurimir in a hu//ing dinne, thvii gmgle 
In shrill tongu’d aceent^ striving to he sMiglt 
Lver) smooth turne, everv delicious stro'le 
Gives life to some new Grace, thus doth h’mvoke 
SvvcetnessL hy all her Names, ilur, braveU thir 
(Fraught with a fury so hirmonious) 

The J^utes light nov'' docs proudlv rise, 

Heav’d on the surges of swolne Rapsodves 
Whose flourish (Afeteor-hke) doth curie the airc 
With flash of high-borne faneves here* and there 
Dancing m lofty measures, and anon 
Creeps on the soft touch of a tender tone 
Whose trembling muimurs melting in wild aires 

w w 

Runs to and fio, complaining his sweet cares 
Because those pretious m)Sterycs that dwell, 

In musick’s ravish’t soule he dares not tell. 

But whisper to the world thus doc they vary 

Each string his Note, as if they meant to carry 

Their iMastcis blest soule (snatcht out at his Earcs 

By a strong Extasy) through all the spha^ares 

Of Musicks heaven , and scat it there on high 

In th’ Empyrecum of pure Harmony 

At length (after so long, so loud a strife 

Of all the strings, still bieathing the best life 

Of blest variety attending on 

His fingers furest revolution 

In many a sweet rise , many as sweet a fall) 

A full-mouth Diapason swallowes all 


122 


THE DELIGHTS OF THE MUSES 

This done, he lists what she would say to this, 
And she although her Breath s late exercise 
Had dealt too roughly with her tender throate, 

Yet summons all her sweet powers for a Noate 
Alas* m vaine ^ for while (sweet soule) she tr}es 
To measure all those wild diversities 
Of chatt ring strings by the small size of one 
Poore simple voyce, rajs d in a naturall Tone 
She fades, and foiling gneves and grieving dyes 
She dyes and leaves her life the Victors prise, 
Falling upon his Lute o fit to have 
(That liv d so sweetly) dead, so sweet a Grave * 
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Ad Reginam 

T veto jam tempiis crat tihi^ maxima Mateij 
j Didcibus his oculis accelei ai e diem 
Tempus eratj ne qua tibi basta blanda vacaient, 

Satcina ne collo sit minus apta tuo 
Scilicet tile tuiis^ timor & spes die suorum^ 

Quo primum es fceltx pignore fadia parens^ 

Ille ferox tras jam nunc meditatur enses , 

Jam pati is magis est^ jam magis tile suus 
Indolts 0 stimulos^ Vtx dum illt transiit tnfans, 
Jamque stbt tmpatiens arripit die virum 
Improbus die suis adeb negat ire sub annts 
Jam nondum pucr est^ major & est puero 
St quts in aulesis ptSias antmatus in iras 
Stat leo^ quern doSla cuspide lusit acus^ 

Hostis (20 I ) est, neg enim tile ahum dignabitw hostem , 
Nempe decet tantas non minor ti a manus. 

Tiunc hastd gravis adversum fuut , hasta bacdlum est 
Max fahum veto vidnere pedius hiat 
Stat leo, ecu stupe at tali bene fixus ah hoste , 

Cell quid in hts oculis vel timcat vel amet, 

Tam torvum, tarn duke micant nesetre fatetui 
Mars ne sub his oculis esset, an esset Amor 
Qutppe tllic Mars est, sed qui bene possit amart , 

Est iff Amor certi, sed metiiendus Amor 
Tails Amor, tahs Mars est iht ceinere, qualts 
Seu puer htc esset, stve vti die deus 
Hic tibi jam scitus succedit in oscula fiatris. 

Res (ecce ^) in lusus non operosa tuos 
Basta jam veniant tua quantacunque caterva , 

Jam quocunque tuus muimure ludat amor, 

En I Tibi materies tenera & tradiahilis hic est 
Htc ad blanditias est tibi cei a satis 
Salve infans, tot basiolis, mode argumentum, 

Maternis lahiis duke negotiolum, 

0 salve f Nam te nato, puer auree, natus 
Et Carolo dff Marias tertius est oculus 
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Out of Martiall 

F Oure Te«th thou had st that ranck d m goodly state 
Kept thy Mouthes Gate 

The first blast of thy cough left two alone, 

The second, none 

This last cough cought out all thy feare, 

Th hast left the third cough now no businesse here 
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Out of Virgil, 

In the ptatsc of the Spnng 

A ll Trees, all leav)^ Groves confesse the Spring 
Their gentle friend, then, then the lands begin 
To swell with fonvard pride, and seed desire 
To geneiation , Heavens Almighty Sire 
Melts on the Bosome of his Love, and powres 
Himselfe into her lap in fruitful! showers. 

And by a soft insinuation, mixt 

With earths large Masse, doth cherish and assist 

Her weake conceptions , No lone shade, but rings 

With chatting Birds delicious murmunngs 

Then Femis mild instindt (at set times) yields 

The Heids to kindly meetings, then the fields 

(Quick with warme Zephyies lively breath) lay forth 

Their pregnant Bosomes in a fragrant Birth 

Each body’s plump and jucy, all things full 

Of supple moisture no coy twig but will 

Trust his beloved bosome to the Sun 

(Growne lusty now,) No Vine so weake and young 

That feares the foule-mouth’d Auster or those stormes 

That the Southwest-wind hurries in his Armes, 

But hasts her forward Blossomes, and layes out 
Freely layes out her leaves Nor doe I doubt 
But when the world first out of Chaos sprang 
So smil’d the Dayes, and so the tenor ran 
Of their felicity A spring was there, 

An everlasting spring, the jolly yeare 

Led round in his great circle. No winds Breath 

As then did smell of Winter, or of Death 

When Lifes sweet Light first shone on Beasts, and when 

From their hard Mother Earth, sprang hardy men. 

When Beasts tooke up their lodging in the Wood, 

Starres in their higher Chambers never cou’d 
The tender growth of things endure the sence 
Of such a change, but that the Heav’ns Indulgence 
Kindly supplyes sick Natuie, and doth mold 
A sweetly temper’d meane, nor hot nor cold 
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jruh a Pt^ure sent to a Friend 

I Paint so ill my peecc had need to be 
Painted ngamc b) some good Pocsic 
I wnte so ill, m) slender Line is scarce 

So much as th Pidlurc of a well limd terse 
Yet ma) the love I send be true, though I 
Send nor true Pidlure, nor true Poesie 
Both tthich away I should not need to feare, 

My Love, or Fei^ d or fainted should appeare 

‘The beginning of Helidorus 

T He smiling Morne had newly wakt the Daj, 
And tipt the Mountaines with a tender ray 
When on a hill (whose high Imperious brow 
Lookes downe, and sees the humble Nile below 
Licke his proud feet, and haste into the seas 
Through the great mouth that s nam d from HtrtuUi) 
A band of men, rough as the Armes they wore 
Look t round, first to the sea, then to the shore 
The shore that shewed them what the sea denyd, 
Hope of a prey There to the maine land ty d 
A ship they saw, no men she had, yet prest 
Appear d with other lading, for her brest 
Deep m the groaning waters wallowt'd 
Up to the third Ring ore the shore was spread 
Death s purple triumph, on the blushing ground 
Lifes late forsaken houses all lay drown d 
In their owne bloods dearc deluge, some new dead, 
Some panting in their yet warme ruines bled 
While their affrighted soules now wmg d for flight 
Lent them the last flash of her glimmering light 
Those yet fresh streames which crawled everj where 
Shew d that sterne warre had newly bath d him there 
Nor did the face of this disaster show 
Markes of a fight alone, but feasting too, 

A miserable and a monstruous feast, 

Where hungry warre had made himself a Guest 
And comming late had eat up Guests and all, 

Who prov d the feast to their owne funeral!, &c 
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Out of the Greeke 
Cupid’s C'i-yer. 

T Ove IS lost, noi can his Mother 
y Her little fugitive discover 
She seekes, she sighes, but no where spyes him , 
Love IS lost , and thus shee cryes him 
O yes * if any happy eye, 

This roaving wanton shall descry , 

Let the finder surely know 
Mine IS the wagge, Tis I that owe 
The winged wand’rer, and that none 
May thinke his labour vainely gone. 

The glad descryer shall not misse. 

To tast the NeSfar of a kisse 
From Venus lipps , But as for him 
That brings him to me, he shall swim 
In riper joyes more shall be his 
{Venus assures him) than a kisse 
But lest your eye discerning slide. 

These markes may be your judgements guide, 
His skin as with a fiery blushing 
High-colour’d is , His eyes still flushing 
With nimble flames, and though his mind 
Be ne’re so curst, his Tongue is kind 
For never were his words in ought 
Found the pure issue of his thought 
The working Bees soft melting Gold, 

That which their waxen Mines enfold. 

Flow not so sweet as doe the Tones 
Of his tun’d accents , but if once 
His anger kindle, presently 
It boyles out into cruelty. 

And fraud He makes poor mortalls hurts 
The objedls of his cruell spoits 
With dainty curies his froward face 
Is crown’d about , But 6 what place. 

What farthest nooke of lowest Hel' 

Feeles not the strength, the reaching spell 
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Of his small hand ^ Yet not so small 
As tis poucrfull therewithal! 

Though bare his skin, his mind he co\crs, 

And like a saucy Bird he hovers 

With wanton wing, now here, now there, 

Bout men and women, nor will spare 
Till at length he perching rest, 

In the closet of their Brest 
His weapon is a little Bow, 

Yet such a one as {Jove knows how) 

Ne re sufTred, yet his little Arrow, 

Of Heavens high st Archies to fall narrow 
The Gold that on his Quner smiles, 

Deceives mens feares with flattering wiles 
But o (too well my wounds can tell) 

With bitter shaft s tis sauc t too well 
He IS all cruel], cruell ill , 

His Torch Imperious though but small 
Makes the Sunne (of Hames the fire) 

Worse then Sun burnt in his fire 
Whercsoe re you chance to find him 
Cca[2]e him, bring him, (but first bind him) 

Pitty not him, but fearc thy sclfc 
Though thou see the crafty Elfc, 

Tell down his Silver drops unto thee. 

They r counterfeit, and will undoc thee 
With baited smiles if he display 
His fawning cheeks, lookc not that way 
If he offer sugred kisses, 

Start, and say, The Serpent hisses 
Draw him, drag him, though he pray 
Wooe, mtreat, and crying say 
Prethee, sweet now let me go, 

Here’s my Quiver Shafts and Bow, 

I le give thee all, take all, take heed 
Lest his kindnesse make thee bleed 

What e re it be Love offers, still presume 
That though it shines, tis fire and will consume 
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On Nanus mounted upon an Ant. 

n igh mounted on an Ant Nanus the tall 
Was thiown alas, and got a deadly fall 
Under th’unruly Beasts proud feet he lies 
All tome , with much adoe yet e’re he dyes, 

Hee strames these words , Base Envy, doe, laugh on 
Thus did I fall, and thus fell Pbaethon 


Upon Venus putting on Mars his Aimes. 

W Hat ? Mais his sword? fairc Cyihoca say. 
Why art thou arm’d so desperately to day ? 
Mars thou hast beaten naked, and 6 then 

What need’st thou put on arms against poore men ? 


Upon the same 

F Allas saw Fenus arm’d, and streight she cry’d. 

Come if thou dar’st, thus, thus let us be try’d 
Why foole * saies Venus^ thus provok’st thou mee, 
That being nak’t, thou know’st could conquer thee 
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In Se[ren]issini'c Reginx p'i[rt]um h}emalem 

S ErtOy puer (tjuu nunc Jlorct tson precltat hortus ?) 

Texe 7mht faciU poUue serta^ puer 
Qutd tu nesao quot narra$ mtht^ stulte^ Decembres ? 

Quid mibi cum ntvtlus? da mtht terta^ puer 
Nix ? (sf hyems ? non est nostrat quid tale per oras , 
Non est vel si sit^ non tanscn esse potest 
f^er agitur quetcunque trucern dot larva Dccembrern^ 
Quid fcra atnq^ fretnant fngora^ ver agitur 
Nenne vides qualt se palmite regia vttis 
Prodit^ iff in sacris qua sedet uva jugts ? 

7am latis qua hruina solet ridere racemis ? 

Quas hymis ptugit purpura tania genas^ 

0 Maria * O divum soboles^ genitnxque Deorum * 
Sieeine nostra tuns tempora tudus erstnt ? 

Stectne tu am vere tuo nihil borrsda bnima 
S}dera^ ml madidos sola morare notos ? 

Stcctne sub medili poterunt tua surgere bnimil^ 

Atque suns solum Itha ntsse moes ? 

Ergh vel tnvitis mvibttSy frendentibus Austrisy 
Nostra novis poterunt regna tumere rosis ? 

O bona turbatrsx anniy qua limite noto 
7empora sub signis non sinis sre suis * 

O pia predatrix hymtSy qua trsstia mundt 
Murmura tain dulci sub ditione tenes * 

Perge precor nostris vim pulcbram ferre Calcndis 
Perge precor nienses sic numcrare tuos 
Perge sntempestiva atq^ smportuna vidcrt 
Inq^ uteri titulos sic rape cunSla tin 
Sit nohiSy sit tape hymes sic cernere nostras 
Exharedatas Jloribus ire tuts 
Sape sit has vernas hyemes Maiosj^ DecembreSy 
Has per te roseas sape videre ntves 
Altera gens varium per sydera computet annum, 

Ata sms ducant per vaga stgna dies 
Nos deceat nimiis tantum permsttere nmbis ? 

Tempora tarn tetricas ferre Brttanna vices ? 

Quin nostrum tibt nos omnem donabimus annum 
In partus omnem expende, Marta, tuos 
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Sit tuus ll/e uterus nostri bonus arbiter anni 
’Tempus Sff in titulos ti unseat onine tuos 
Nam qucs aha indueret tarn dulcia nomina niensis ? 

Aut qu& tarn posset candidus ire toga ^ 

Nanc laurum Janus sibi vertice vellet utro^^ 

Hanc sibi vel tota Chloride Mams emet 
’Tot a suam (yere expulso') respublica Jorum 
Reginam cuperent te^ soboUmve tuam 
0 bona sors anni^ chm cunSii ex ordine menses 
Htc mihi Carolides, hic Mananus erit > 


Epitaphmm m Dominum Hernsium 

S Iste te paulum (viator) ubi longum sisti 
Necesse erity hue tempe proper are te scias 
quocunque properas 
Moire pnstium erit 
Et Lacrtmce^ 

Si jacere hic scias 
Giilielmum 

Splendidis Herristorum familice 
Splendor ern maximum 
Quern cum talem vixisse intellexer is^ 

Et vixisse tantum , 

Discas licet 
In quantas spes possit 
Assurger e mortalitas-^ 

De quantis cadere 

^ (Infantem. Essexia 1 , . 

Quern c/ ^ r< ^ > r i>idit 
[juveneniy Cantabrigia) 

Senem, ah infoelix utrag^ 

Quod non vidit. 

Collegii Christi Alumnus^ 

Aides Pernbrokiarics socius, 

Utri^^ ingens amorts certamen fuit 
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Dstirc 

Duktii Lttet eluut Deus^ 
Eutrque caltiUt ColUgit 
Cujut semper Alumnus fuit 
smtim fecit , 

Qui lA ipse Collegium fmty 
In quo 

Musa omnes lA gratiay 
Nullibi mngis soreresy 
Sub pracide relt^ione 
hi tenacissimum sodaliUum eoaluere 


Oratona Poetam 

r\ Peetica Oratorem > 

Quern Phslosophum 

ChrisUnnum Omnes 

Fide Mundttm ^ 

e Spe Ccelum « . 

Charitate Proxmum ‘ 

Hutmlitate Setpsum 
Cujus 

Sub verna fronte senilis antmusy 
Sub morum ^f^acthtalfy {s\everttas virtutis 
Sub plurma indoUy pauct annt 
Sub majore medestiOy maxima indsles 
adeo se occuluerunt 


ut vitavi ejus 

Pulchram dtxeris £ 5 ’ pudicam dissimulationem 
Imo vero (s’ morte, 

Ecce enim in ipso funere 
Disssmulari se fassus esty 
Sub tantillo marmore tantum hospiteniy 
Eo mmerum majore monumento 
quo tmnore tumuh 
Eo ipso die sccubuit quo Ecclesia 
Angltca nec ad vesperas legity 
Raptus est ne militia mutaret IntelleSlum ejus 
Scilicet Id OSlobriSy Anno Sal 1631 
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In Pi6turam Reverendissimi Episcopi, D Andrews. 

n Mc charta momtrat^ Fama quern vwmti at 7}iagis, 

Sed & ipsa quern diim fama quern non monsti at satis^ 
lUe^ tile solus totam implemt Fubam^ 

Fot ora solus dotnuit fff famam quoque 
Fecit modestam mentis tgnece pater 
Agtlt^ radio Lucis aterna vigil^ 

Pet alta return ponder a indomito Vagus 

Ciicurrit Animo^ natuiam fetox 

Exhausit ipsam^ tnille Foetus attibus^ 

Et mille Ltnguts ipse se ingentes procul 

Variavit omnes^ simul 

Cognatus orbi sic sactum lA solidutn jubat 
Saturum^ ccelo peSius ad pattios Ltbens 
Porrexit ignes hac eum {Le£ior) vides 
Hac (ecce) charta 0 utinam ^ audires quog 


Upon Bishop Andrews Ptdiure before his Sermons. 

I ''His reverend shadow cast that setting Sun, 

X Whose glorious course through our Hornzon run, 
Left the dimme face of this du[l]l Hemisphieare, 

All one great eye, all drown’d in one great Teare 
Whose faire illustrious soule, led his free thought 
Through Learnings Universe, and (vainly) sought 
Room for her spatious selfe, untill at length 
Shee found the way home, with an holy strength 
Snatch’t her self hence to Heaven fill’d a bright place, 
’Mongst those immortall fires, and on the face 
Of her great Maker fixt her flaming eye. 

There still to read true pme divinity 

And now that grave aspedl hath deign’d to shrinke 

Into this lesse appearance. If you thinke, 

’Tis but a dead face, art doth here bequeath 
Looke on the following leaves, and see him breath 
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Upon the Death of a Gentleman 

F Aithlesse and fond Mortality • 

Who will ever credit thee? 

Fond and faithlesse thing • that thus, 

In our best hopes beguilest us 
What a reckoning hast thou made, 

Of the hopes m him we laid ? 

For Life by volumes lengthened, 

A Line or two, to speakc him dead 
For the Laurell in his verse. 

The sullen Cypresse o re his Herse 
For a silver crowned Head, 

A durty pillow in Death s Bed 
For so deare, so deep a trust, 

Sad requitall, thus much dust I 

Now though the blow that snatch him hence, 

Stopt the Mouth of Eloquence, 

Though shee be dumbe c re since his Death, 
Not us d to speakc but m his Breath, 

Yet if at least shee not denyes, 

The sad language of our eyes, 

Wee are contented for then this 
Language none more fluent is 
Nothing speake our Griefc so well 
As to speak Nothing Come then tell 
Thy ttutvd vt\ Teaces who ere Thou be. 

That ow st a Name to misery 
Eyes are vocall, Teares have Tongues, 

And there be words not made with lungs 
Sententious showers, o let them fall, 

Their cadence is Rhetoricall 

Here s a Theame will drinke th expence, 

Of all thy watry Eloquence 

Weepe then, onely be exprest 

Thus much. Hits Dead^ and weep the rest 
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Upon the Death of Mr Herrys. 


A Plant of noble stemme, forward and faire, 

As ever whisper’d to the Morning Aire, 

Thriv’d in these happy Grounds, the Earth’s just pride. 

Whose rising Glories made such haste to hide 

His head in Cloudes, as if m him alone 

Impatient Nature had taught motion 

To start fiom time, and cheerfully to fly 

Before, and seize upon Maturity 

Thus grew this gratious plant, m whose sweet shade. 
The Sunne himselfe oft wisht to sit, and made 
The Morning Muses perch like Birds, and sing 
Among his Branches yea, and vow’d to bring 
His owne delicious Phoenix fiom the blest 
Arabia^ there to build her Virgin nest, 

To hatch her selfe in , ’mongst his leaves the Day 
Fresh from the Rosie East rejoyc’t to play 
To them shee gave the first and fairest Beame 
That waited on her Birth she gave to them 
The purest Pearles, that wept her evening Death 
The balmy Zephirus got so sweet a Breath 
By often kissing them, and now begun 
Glad Time to ripen expeftation 
The timorous Maiden-Blossomes on each Bough, 

Peept forth from their first blushes so that now 
A Thousand ruddy hopes smil’d in each Bud, 

And flatter’d every greedy eye that stood 

Fixt m Delight, as if already there 

Those rare fruits dangled, whence the Golden Yeare 

His crowne expedted, when (6 Fate, 6 Time 

That seldome lett’st a blushing youthfull Prime 

Hide his hot Beames in shade of silver Age , 

So rare is hoary vertue) the dire rage 

Of a mad storme these bloomy joyes all tore, 

Ravisht the Maiden Blossoms, and downe bore 
The trunke Yet in this Ground his pretious Root 
Still lives, which when weake Time shall be pour’d out 
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Into Etcrnit), and circular jo>cs 

Dance m an cndlessc round, again shall nsc 

The faire son of an c\cr-jouthfuIl Spring, 

To be a shade for Angels while the) smg, 
Meane while who ere thou art that passcst here, 
O doe thou water it with one kind Tcarc 


In Eundem Sci2on 

H Uc hospes^ ecuUt std laenmi ccem^ 

Legit optxme ! etc^ Quern legere mn stmt fitSlus 
Ars nuper ^ naturae format vtrtus^ 

Mmulatione fervidtt^ pactseuntur 
Prebare in uno juvene quid queant efuneSy 
Fuere tanta terra nuper fust btt 
Ergo he ab tpte Judteem manent eceh 
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Upon the Death of the most dcsvcd Mu Hcriy 

D Eath, what dost * A hold thy 13 low, 

What thou dost, thou dost not know 
Death thou must not here be crutll, 

This IS Natures choycest Jewell 
This IS hee in whose rare frame. 

Nature labour’d for a Name, 

And meant to leave his pretious feature, 

The patternc of a perfedf Creature 
Joy of Goodnesse, Love of Art, 

Vertue wearcs him nc\t her heart 
Him the Muses love to follow. 

Him they call their wcc-dpollo 
JpoUo golden though thou bee, 

Th’art not fairer then is bee 
Nor more lovely lift’st thy head, 

Blushing from thine Easterne Bed 
The Glories of thy Youth nc’re knew, 

Brighter hopes then he can shew 
Why then should it e’rc be seen, 

That his should fade, while thine is Green ^ 
And wilt Thou, (6 cruell boast I) 

Put poore Nature to such cost? 

O ’twill undoe our common Mother, 

To be at charge of such another 
What ? thinke we to no other end, 

Gracious Heavens do use to send 
Earth her best perfedlion. 

But to vanish and be gone ? 

Therefore onely give to day, 

To morrow to be snatcht away ? 

I’ve seen indeed the hopefull bud. 

Of a ruddy Rose that stood 
Blushing, to behold the Ray 
Of the new-saluted Day , 

(His tender toppe not fully spread) 

The sweet dash of a shower now shead, 
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Imitccf him no more to hnJe 
^V^lllln himsclfc the purple pndc 
Of hi3 for\\*ard floucr, when lo 
While he swcctl) gan to shou 
His suclling Glor)cs, AuxUr spidc him, 
Crucll Amtfr thither h) «1 him, 

And with the rush of one rude blast, 
Sham d not spiteful!) to w-ast 
All hta Icnxcs, so fresh, so sweet, 

And la) them trembling at his feet 
1 \c seen the Mornings loxclv Ra), 
HoAcr ore the new borne Da), 

With rosic w mgs so richl) Unght, 

As if he scorn J to thtnlc of Night 
^Vhcn a rudd) storme whose scoule 
Made Fdca\cns ndiint face lookc foulc. 
Call d for an untimclv Night, 

To blot the newly blossom d Light 
But were the Roses blush so rare, 
Were the Mornings smile so faire 
As is he, nor cloud, nor wind 
But would be courteous, would be kind 
Sparc him Death, A spare him then, 
Sparc the sv\cctcst among men 
Let not put) with her scares, 

Kcepc such distance from thine Lares 
But o thou wilt not, canst not spare, 
Haste hath never time to hearc 
Therefore if he needs must go, 

And the Fates will have it so. 

Softly may he be posscst, 

Of his monumcntall rest 

Safe, thou darkc home of the dead, 

Safe 6 hide his loved head 
For Pitties sake o hide him quite, 
From his Mother Natures sight 
Lest for Griefc. his Jossc may move 
All her Births abortive prove 
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Another 

I F ever Pitty were acquainted 

With Sterne Death, if e’re he fainted, 

Or forgot the cruell vigour 
Of an Adamantine rigour, 

Here, 6 here we should have knowne it. 
Here or no where hee’d have showne it. 
For hee whose pretious memory, 

Bathes in Teares of every eye 
Hee to whom our sorrow brings. 

All the streames of all her springs 
Was so rich in Grace and Nature, 

In all the gifts that blesse a Creature , 

The fresh hopes of his lovely Youth, 
Flourisht m so faire a growth , 

So sweet the Temple was, that shrin’d 
The Sacied sweetnesse of his mind , 

That could the Fates know to relent. 

Could they know what mercy meant , 

Or had ever learnt to beare. 

The soft tindlure of a Teare 

Teares would now have flow’d so deepe. 

As might have taught Gnefe how to weepc 
Now all their steely operation. 

Would quite have lost the cruell fashion 
Sicknesse would have gladly been, 

Sick himselfe to have sav’d him 
And his Feaver wish’d to prove, 

Burning onely m his Love 

Him when wrath it selfe had seen. 

Wrath Its selfe had lost his spleen 
Grim Destrudlion here amaz’d, 

In stead of striking would have gaz’d 
Even the Iron-pointed pen. 

That notes the Tragick Doomes of men 
Wet with teares still’d from the eyes. 

Of the flinty Destinies , 
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Would hive learnt a softer st)Ic, 

And have been asham d to S|k>>1c 
His Incs sucet stor), b) the hast, 

Of a crucll stop ill plac t 
In the darhe tolumc of our fate, 

Whence cich leafe of I ife hath date, 

Where in sad particulars, 

The totall summe of Man appeares 
And the short clause of mortall Hreath, 

Bound in the period of Death, 

In all the Booke if an) where 

Such a tearme as this, tfart here 

Could hate been found twould ha\e been read, 

Writ in white Letters ore his head 

Or close unto his name annevt, 

The faire glosse of a fairer Text 
In bnefc, if an) one were free, 

Hee was that one, and onel) he 
But he, alas I esen hee is dead. 

And our hopes faire harvest spread 
In the dust Pitt) now spend 
All the tcarcs that gneft can lend 
Sad mortality may hide 
In his ashes all her pride 
With this inscription ore his head 
All hope of never d)ingf here lyes dead 
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His Eptiaph 

F Assenger who e’re thou art, 

Stay a while, and let thy Heart 
Take acquaintance of this stone. 

Before thou passest further on 
This stone will tell thee that beneath. 

Is entomb’d the Crime of Death , 

The ripe endowments of whose mind 
Left his Yeares so much behind. 

That numbrmg of his vertues praise. 

Death lost the reckoning of his Dayes , 

And believing what they told, 

Imagin’d him exceeding old 
In him perfection did set forth 
The strength of her united worth 
Him his wisdomes pregnant growth 
Made so reverend, even m Youth, 

That in the Center of his brest 
(Sweet as is the Phrenix nest) 

Every reconciled Grace 
Had their Generali meeting place 
In him Goodnesse joy’d to see 
Learning learne Humility 
The splendor of his Birth and Blood 
Was but the glosse of his owne Good 
The flourish of his sober Youth 
Was the Pride of Naked Truth 
In composure of his face. 

Liv’d a faire, but manly Grace 
His mouth was Rhetoricks best mold, 

His tongue the Touchstone of her Gold 
What word so e’re his Breath kept warme, 
Was no word now but a char me 
For all persuasive Graces thence 
Suck’t their sweetest Influence 
His vertue that within had root, 

Could not chuse but shine without 
And th’heart-bred lustre of his worth. 

At each corner peeping forth, 
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Pointed him out in all hts wayes, 

Circled round in his owne Rayes 
That to his sweetnesse, all mens eyes 
Were \owd Loves flaming Sacrifice 
Him while fresh and fragrant Time 
Chensht m his Golden Prime 
E re Htbe s hand had overlaid 
Hts smooth cheekes with a downy shade , 
The rush of Deaths unruly wave, 

Swept him off into his Grave 

Enough, now (tf thou canst) passe on, 
For now (alas) not in this stone 
(Passenger who e re thou art) 

Is he entomb d, but m thy Heart 


An Epmph 
Upon DoSior Brooke 

A Brooke whose streame so great, so good, 
Was lov d, was honour d, as a flood 
Whose Bankes the Muses dwelt upon, 

More than their owne Helicon , 

Here at length, hath gladly found 
A quiet passage under ground 
Meane while his loved bankes now dry, 

The Muses with their teares supply 


Upon Fords two Tragedies 
Loves Sacrifice 
and 

The Broken Heart 

T Hou cheat St us Ford^ makst one seeme two by Art 
What IS Loves Sacrifice^ but The broken Heart 
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On a foule Mornings being then to take a jouuiey 

W Here art thou Sol^ while thus the blind fold Day- 
Staggers out of the East, loses her way 
Stumbling on night? Rouze thee Illustrious Youth, 
And let no dull mists choalce the Lights faire growth. 
Point here thy beames , 6 glance on yonder flocks, 

And make their fleeces Golden as thy locks. 

Unfold thy faire front, and there shall appeare 
Full glory, flaming in her owne free spheare 
Gladnesse shall cloath the Earth, we will instile 
The face of things, an universall smile 
Say to the Sullen Morne, thou com’st to court her , 
And wilt command proud Zephiius to sport her 
With wanton gales his balmy breath shall hcke 
The tender drops which tremble on her cheeke , 

Which rarified, and m a gentle rame 
On those delicious bankes distill’d againe, 

Shall rise in a sweet Harvest, which discloses 
To every blushing Bed of new-borne Roses. 

Hee’l fan her bright locks, teaching them to flow. 

And friske m curl’d Mceanders , Hee will throw 
A fragrant Breath suckt from the spicy nest 
O’th’ pretious Fhoenix^ warme upon her Breast. 

Hee with a dainty and soft hand will trim, 

And brush her Azure Mantle, which shall swim 
In silken V olumes , wheresoe’re shee’l tread. 

Bright clouds like Golden fleeces shall be spread 
Rise then (faire blew-ey’d Maid) rise and discover 
Thy silver brow, and meet thy Golden lover. 

See how hee runs, with what a hasty flight. 

Into thy bosome, bath’d with liquid Light 
Fly, fly prophane fogs, farre hence fly away. 

Taint not the pure streames of the springing Day, 

With your dull influence , it is for you. 

To sit and scoule upon Nights heavy brow , 

Not on the fresh cheekes of the virgin Morne, 

Where nought but smiles, and ruddy joyes are woine. 
Fly then, and doe not thinke with her to stay , 

Let it suffice^ shee’l weare no maske to day 
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Upon ihe faxre Lthtoptan sent to a Gentlejjoman 

L O here the faire Chartclta^ in whom stro\c 
So false a Fortune, and so true a Love 
Now after all her tojlcs by Sea and Land, 

O may she but arrive at )our white hand, 

Her hopes are crown d, oncly she fcarcs that than, 
Shee shall appeare true Ethiopian 


On hiamage 

I Would be marned, but I dc have no Wife, 
I would be marned to a single Life 
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To the Morning 
Satisfadlton foi skcpe 

W Hat succour can I hope the Muse will send 

Whose drowsinesse hath wrong’d the Muses friend 
What hope Ainoia to propitiate thee, 

Unlesse the Muse sing my Apologie ^ 

O in that morning of my shame I when I 
Lay folded up in sleepes captivity, 

How at the sight did’st Thou draw back thine Eyes, 
Into thy modest veyle ? how did’st thou rise 
Twice dy’d in thine own blushes, and did’st run 
To draw the Curtaines, and awake the Sun 
Who rowzing his illustrious ti esses came, 

And seeing the loath’d objedt, hid for shame 
His head in thy faire Bosome, and still hides 
Mee from his Patronage , I pray, he chides 
And pointing to dull Motpheus^ bids me take 
My owne Apollo^ try if I can make 
His Lethe be my Heltcon , and see 
If Morpheus have a Muse to wait on mee 
Hence ’tis my humble fancie findes no wings, 

No nimble rapture starts to Heaven and brings 
Enthusiasticke flames, such as can give 
Marrow to my plumpe Gc7imsj make it live 
Drest m the glorious madnesse of a Muse, 

Whose feet can walke the milky way, and chuse 
Her starry Throne , whose holy heats can warme 
The grave, and hold up an exalted arme 
To lift me from my lazy Urne, to climbe 
Upon the stooping shouldeis of old Time, 

And trace Eternity But all is dead, 

All these delicious hopes are buried 
In the deepe wnnckles of his angry brow. 

Where mercy cannot find them but 6 thou 
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Bnght Ladj^ of the Mornc, pJtty doth lye 
So warme in thy soft Brest it cannot dye 
Have mercy then, and when He next snail rise 
O meet the angry God, in\ade his Lyes, 

And stroake his radiant Checkes one timely kisse 
Will kill his anger, and revue mj blissc 
So to the treasure of th) pearly dcaw, 

Thrice will I paj three Teares, to show hoiv true 

My griefe is, so mj wakeful! lay shall knockc 

At th Orientall Gates and duly mocke 

The early Larkes shrill Onzons, to be 

An Anthem at the Dajes Natuitic 

And the same rosie finger d hand of thine, 

That shuts Nights d)ing c)cs, shall open mine 
But thou, faint God of slecpe, forget that I 
Was ever known to be thv \otary 
No more my pillow shall thmc Altar be, 

Nor will I offer any more to thee 
My selfe a melting sacrifice , I me borne 
A^ine a fresh Child of the Buxome Morne, 

Heire of the Suns first Beames why threat st thou so ? 
Why dost thou shake thy leaden Scepter? goc, 

Bestow thy Poppy upon wakcfull woe, 

Sicknesse, and sorrow, whose pale Iidds ne re know 
Thy downie finger, dwell upon their byes, 

Shut in their Teares, Shut out their miseries 


Upon the Powder day 

H Ow fit our well rank d Feasts do follow f 
All mischiefe comes after All Hallow 
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Loves Ho/oscope 

T Ove, biave Vertucs younger Brother, 
yErst hath made my Heart a Mother, 

Shee consults the conscious Spheares, 

To calculate her young sons ycares. 

Shee askes if sad, or saving powers, 

Gave Omen to his infant howers, 

Shee askes each starre that then stood by. 
If poore Love shall live or dy. 

Ah my Heart, is that the way i* 

Are these the Beames that rule thy Day ? 
Thou know’st a Face in whose each looke. 
Beauty layes ope Loves Fortune-booke , 

On whose faire revolutions watt 
The obsequious motions of Loves fate , 

Ah my Heart, her eyes and shee, 

Have taught thee new Astrologie 
How e’re Loves native houres were set. 
What ever starry Synod met, 

’Tis in the meicy of her eye. 

If poore Love shall live or dye 

If those sharpe Rayes putting on 
Points of Death bid Love be gon, 

(Though the Heavens in counsell sate. 

To crowne an uncontrouled Fate, 

Though their best Aspedls twin’d upon 
The kindest Constellation, 

Cast amorous glances on his Birth, 

And lyhisper’d the confederate Earth 
To pave his pathes with all the good 
That warms the Bed of youth and blood ,) 
Love ha’s no plea against her eye. 

Beauty frownes, and Love must dye. 
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But if her milder influence movC) 

And gild the hopes of humble Lo\c 
(Though hea\cns inauspicious c)c 
La) blackc on Lo\ es Nat»\ itic , 

Though even Diamond m yevfs crownc 
Fixt ms forenead to a frounc,) 

Her E)c a strong appcalc can gi'c, 

Beauty smiles and Lo\c shall hvc 

O if Love shall luc, o where. 

But in her Lye, or in her Larc, 

In her Brest, or in her Breath, 

Shall I hide poorc Love from Death ? 

For in the life ought else can give, 

Love shall d)e, although he hvc 

Or if Lo\c shall dye, 6 where 
But in her Eye, or in her Larc, 

In her Breath, or in her Breast, 

Shall I Build his funerall Nes( ^ 

While Love shall thus entombed ))c. 

Love shall live, although he dye 
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Principi lecens natoc omen maternal indolis 

C Resef, 0 (lulabtis tmputamln Divis^ 

0 acsce^ ^ pjopna^ puella PrtmtpSy 
hi matrix piopcia ventre paitts 
Ei cum pat hi eve fulnttnum imrotinn^ 

Ilhnc Coiolus^ & Jacobus tndh^ 

In patus factles subtle famarn^ 

Ducent fata fit ot thus dicoits, 

Cum tenor sacet ^ Jngltcig^ magnum 
Mutmui nomtnts tncrepabit omnem 
Lath Bospoton^ Ottomamcasque 
Non ptSio quattet ireniot e Lunas ^ 

Te tunc alt Cl a ^ nec timenda patt^ 

P ascent piailta Ptt potens pudtet 
Vtbraitix acuity ptos tti hastes 
Lath dulcia fata dtsstpahts 
0 cum fios tener tlle^ qut leccntt 
Ptessus stdete jam sub ota ludtt^ 

Ohm foittoi omne cusptdatos 
Evolvet latus out cum per tgnes , 

Qut^ tmhelhs adhuCy adultus oltmy 
Purts expatiabttui genatum 
Carnpts tmpcriosior Ctiptdo , 

0 quam ceita supetbiote penna 
Ibunt sptculay mclleccque morteSy 
Exultantibus htnc y tnde turmiSy 
Quoquo jussertSy impigth volabunt f 
O quot corda calenttum deorum 
De te vulnera deltcata disccnt ' 

0 quot peblora Pttnetpum magistiis 
Ftent molle negotium sagtttis ' 

Nam quee non potens per anna fen /, 

Cut matris sinus atque utrumque stdus 
Magnorum patet officina Amorum ^ 

Htnc sumas licety 6 puella PrincepSy 
Quantacunque opus est tibi phaietih. 

Centum sume Cuptdtnes ab uno 
Matris lumtncy Grattasque centutUy 
Et centum Veneres adhuc manebunt 
Centum mille Cuptdtnes , manebunt 
Per centum Venerhsque Gi atieeque 
Puro fonte superstites per cevum, 
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Out of the Italian 

A Song 

Tfl thy Lovery 
Dttrty diicover 

That nuett blmh of thme that sbameth 
(jyhen those Roses 
It dtschses) 

All the fioiLers that Nature nameth 

In free Ayre^ 

Flow thy Hatre 

That no more Summers best dressesy 
Bee beholden 
For their Golden 

Loeksy to Phoebus faming Tresses 

O deliver 
Love hts Qutvery 

From thy Eyes he shoots his Arrowesy 
IVhere Apollo 
Cannot follow 

Featherd with hts Mothers Sparrowes 

0 envy not 
(Thai we dye not) 

Those deere Ups whose doore encloses 
All the Graces 
In their placeSy 

Brother PearleSy and sister Roses 

From these treasures 
Of ripe pleasures 

One bright smile to cleere the weather 
Earth and Heaven 
Thus made eveuy 

Both will he good friends together 
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The aite does wooe thee^ 

Winds cling to thee , 

Might a wold once flyc fiom out thce^ 
Stoi me and Thundci 
Would sit undci ^ 

And kcepe silence lotind about thee 

But if Natuies 
Common Creatui cs^ 

So deal e Gloi tes dare not boi i ow 
Tet thy Beauty 
Owes a Duty^ 

To my loving^ hngnng^ soiiozu 

When to end mee 
Death shall send mee 
All his Teirois to affright mee 
Thine eyes Graces 
Gild their faces^ 

And those Terrors shall delight mee. 

When my dying 
Life IS flyings 

Those sweet Aires that often slew mee 
Shall revive mee, 

Or reprive mee. 

And to many Deaths renew mee 
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Out of the Italian 

L O\e now no fire hath left him, 

We two betwixt us have divided it 
Your Eyes the Light hath reft him, 

The heat commanding in my Heart doth sit 
O 1 that poore Love be not for ever spoiled. 
Let my Heat to joiir Light be reconciled 

So shall these flames, whose north 
Now all obscured lyes, 

(Drest in those Beames) start forth 
And dance before your eyes 

Or else partake my flames 
(I care not whither) 

And so in mutuall Names 

Of Love, burne both together 


Out of the Italian 

W Ould any one the true cause find 

How Love came nak t, a Boy, and blind ? 
Tis this fistning one da) too long. 

To th Syrens in my Mistns Song, 

The extasie of a delight 

So much o re mastnng all his might, 

To that one Sense made all else thrall, 

And so he lost his Clothes, eyes, heart and all 
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111 faciem Augustiss Regis a morbillis integram. 

M Usa 1 alt , vocat alma parens Academia . Nostei 
En ledtt^ oie suo iiostci Apollo redit. 

Viiltns adhiic sxnis^ & vultu sua pin pin a tanihm 
Vwit^ & admixtas pet git amaic nivcs 
Time tllas violate genas P time ilia pi ofatiis, 

Moi be ferox^ tentas ii e pet ora notis ? 

Til Phcebi faciem tentas^ vamssimc^ Nos tin 
Nec Pbcebe maciilas novit hahcic stias 
Ipsa sut vindex facies moihum indignaiur , 

Ipsa sedet i adits o bene tuta suis 
Qiiippe tlltc deiis est, cceliimque lA sandiius asti tim , 
Qutppe sub his totus iidet Apollo gems 
Quod facie Rex tutus ei at, quod ccetci a taSius 
Hmc hommem Rex est fassus, (sf inde deum. 
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\0n the Frontispiece of Isaicsons Chronologic emplaned 

I F with distin£lt\c E)e, and Mind^ )ou lookc 
Upon the Fronts )ou see more than one Bookc 
Creation is Gods B oke.^ wherein he writ 
Each Creature, as a Letter ADing it 
History is Creations Bookc which showes 
To what cfie£ls the Series of it goes 
Chronologie s the Booke of Historiey and bcarcs 
The just account of Dayesy Monethsy and } eares 
But Resurre^iony in a Later Presse, 

And Heiu Editiony is the summe of these 
The Language of these Bookes had all been one. 

Had not th Aspiring Tower of Babylon 
Confusd the Tongues, and m i distance hurld 
As farre the speech, as men, oth new Alld world 
Set then your ejes in method, and behold 
Times emblcme, taturne y who, when store of Gold 
Coyn d the Arst age, Devour d that Birth he fcard 
Till Historyy Times eldest Child appear d 
And Phoenix like, in spicht of Saturnes nge, 

Fored from her Asbesy Hcjres m ever) age 
From th rising SunnOy obtaining by just Suit, 

A Springs Ingendery and an Autumnes Fruit 
Who in those Folumes at her motion pend, 

Unto Creations Alpha doth extend 
Agame ascend, and view Chronologyy 
By Optiek Skill pulling farre History 
Neerer whose Hand the piercing Eagles Eye 
Strengthens, to bring remotest Objefts nigh 
Under whose Feety }ou see the Setting Sunnoy 
From the darke Gnomony ore her Volumes runne. 
Drown d in eternall night, never to rise, 

Till Resurrection show it to the eyes 
Of Earth-y/oxnz men and her shrill Trumpets sound 
Affright the Bones of Mortals from the ground 
The Columnes both are crown d with either Sphercy 
To show Chronology and History beare, 

No other Culmen than the double Art, 

Astronomyy Geographyy impart ] 
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Or 


T Pvt hoary Time's vast Bowels be the Grave 
V To what his Bowels birth and being gave , 
Let Nature die, (Pbamix-hkc) from death 
Revived Nature takes a second breath , 

If on Times right hand, sit faire Histoiu^ 

If, from the seed of emptie Ruine, she 
Can raise so faire an Haivest Let Her be 
Ne’re so farre distant, yet Chionologn 
(Sharp-sighted as the Eagles eye, that can 
Out-stare the broad-beam’d Dayes Meridian) 

Will have a Perspicill to find her out. 

And, through the Night of error and dark doubt, 
Discerne the Daume of Truth’s ctcrnall ray. 

As when the rosie Maine budds into Day 

Now that Time's Empire might be amply fill’d, 
Babells bold Aitists strive (below) to build 
Ruine a Temple , on whose fruitfull fall 
History reares her Pyramids more tall 
Than were fNMgyptian (by the life these give, 
liff Egyptian Pyiamids themselves must live ) 

On these she lifts the TVoild, and on their base 
Shewes the two termes and limits of Time's race 
That, the Creation is , the 'Judgement^ this , 

That, the World’s Mornings this her Midnight is 
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An Epitaph 

Upon Mr Ashton a confonnable Citizen 

T He modest front of this small floore, 
Beleeve me, Reader, can say more 
Than many a braver Marble can, 

Here lyei a truly honest man 

One whose Conscience was a thing, 

That troubled neither Church nor King 
One of those few that in this Towne, 
Honour all Preachers, heare their ov;nc 
Sermons he heard, yet not so many 
As left no time to practise any 
He heard them reverendly, and then 
His pradice preach d them o re agen 
His Parlour'-Sermons rather were 
Those to the Eye, then to the Eare 
His prayers took their price and strength, 
Not from the lowdnesse, nor the length 
He was a Protestant at home, 

Not onely m despight of Rome 
He lov d his Father yet his zeale 
Tore not off his Mothers veile 
To th Church he did allow her Dresse, 
True Beauty^ to true Hobnesse 
Peace, which he lov d in Life, did lend 
Her hand to bring him to his end 
When age and death call d for the score, 
No surfets were to reckon for 
Death tore not (therefore) but sans strife 
Gently untwin d his thread of Life 
What remaines then, but that Thou 
Write these lines, Reader, m thy Brow, 
And by his faire Examples light, 

Burne m thy Imitation bright 
So while these Lines can but bequeath 
A Life perhaps unto his Death 
His better Epitaph shall bee, 

His Life still kept alive m Thee 


157 



RICHARD CRASHAW 


Rex Rcdux 


I Lie redit, redit Hoc popiilt honn ymnmino vohuut , 
Pubhcus hoc (audni'^) plausus ad asita icftit 
Hoc omni scdct in vultti commune so enum , 

Om7Jibus hinc una cst hctiitec faacs 
Rex noste ) , lux nosh a ; edit , ; edeuntis ad oi a 
Aiudct tot IS Anglia letta goiis 
Quisque suos oculos oculis acctndit ah istis , 

Atque novum sacio sumit ah oie diem 
Foith loges tanto qua: digna peiictila plausu 
Evadat Carolus^ ques mala^ quosve metus. 

Anne peienati male fida volumina ponti 
Ausa ilium tons pene negaie suis 
Hospitis an nimii ruisus sibi conscia^ tellus 
Vix bene spei atum leddat Ibeia Caput 
Nil hoi um , nec own mall fida volumina ponti, 

Aut sacium tellus vidit Iboa caput 
Foils amoi tamcn hevc sibi falsa po icula fmgit . 

{Falsa poicla solct fngete verus amoi) 

At Caiolo qut falsa timet, nec vera timoet 
{Vera pend la solet temnoe verus amor) 

Ilk falsa timens, sibi voa pei icula temnens. 

Non solum est fidus, sed quoque fortis amoi 
Into ea nostn satis tile est causa ti i[ii]mphi 
Et sat'is {alA) nostn causa doloiis oat 
Causa doloits oat Caiolus, sospes licit esset, 

Anglia quod saltern diceic posset, Abest 
Et satis est nosh i Cat olus nunc causa h lumphi , 

Duel e quid saltern possumus, Ille redit 
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Out of Catullus 

C Ome and let us live my Deare, 
Let us love and never feare. 
What the sowrest Fathers say 
Brightest that dyes to day 
Lives againe as blith to morrow 
But if we darke sons of sorrow 
Set, d then, how long a Night 
Shuts the Ejes of our short light* 
Then let amorous kisses dwell 
On our lips begin and tell 
A thousand, and a Hundred score, 

An Hundred, and a Thousand more, 
Till another Thousand smother 
That, and that wipe of[f3 another 
Thus at last when we have numbred 
Many a Thousand, many a Hundred, 
Weel confound the reckoning quite, 
And lose our selves m wild delight 
While our joyes so multiply. 

As shall mocke the envious eye 


Ad Pnncipem nondum natum 

N Ascere nunc o nunc^ qutd emm, puer alme^ moraris^ 
Nulla tihi dedertt duhior hora diem 
Engine tot tardos (o lente^) morabere menm^ 

Rex redit Ipse vem, tf die hone^ Gratus ades 
Nam quid Ave nostrum^ qutd nostri verba trtumphi^ 
/•^agiiu melius dtxerss ssta tuo 
At maneas tamen fe* nobis nova causa triumphi 
Sic demum fueriSj nec nova causa tamen 
Namj quoties Carolo novus out nova nascitur inf\a]ns^ 
Revera toties Carolus ipse redit 
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Wishes. 

To hts {supposed') Mistresse. 

W Ho ere she be, 

That not impossible she 
That shall command my heart and me, 

Where ere she lye, 

Lock’t up from mortall Eye, 

In shady leaves of Destiny, 

Till that ripe Birth 
Of studied fate stand forth, 

And teach her faire steps to our Earth, 

Till that Divine 
Idaa, take a shrine 

Of Chry stall flesh, through which to shine. 

Meet you her my wishes, 

Bespeake her to my blisses, 

And be ye call’d my absent kisses 

I wish her Beauty, 

That owes not all his Duty 
To gaudy Tire, or glistring shoo-ty 

Something more than 
Taffata or Tissew can. 

Or rampant feather, or rich fan 

More than the spoyle 
Of shop, or silkewormes Toyle, 

Or a bought blush, or a set smile 

A face thats best 

By Its owne beauty drest, 

And can alone command the rest 
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A face made up, 

Out of no other shop 

Than what natures white hand sets ope 

A cheeke where Youth, 

And Blood, with Pen of Truth 
Write, what the Reader sweetly ruth 

A Cheeke where growes 
More than a Morning Rose 
Which to no Boxe his being owes 

Lipps, where all Day 
A lovers kisse may play. 

Yet carry nothing thence away 

Lookes that oppresse 

Their richest Tires, but dresse 

And cloath their simplest Nakednesse 

^es, that displaces 

The Neighbour Diamond, and out faces 
That Sunshine, by their own sweet Graces 

Tresses, that weare 

Jewells, but to declare 

How much themselves more pretious are 

Whose native Ray, 

Can tame the wanton Day 

Of Gems, that in their bright shades play 

Each Ruby there. 

Or Pearle that dare appeare. 

Be Its own blush, be its own Tears 

A well tam d Heart 

For whose more noble smart 

Love may be long chusing a Dart 

Eyes, that bestow 

Full quivers on loves Bow 

Yet pay lesse Arrowes than they owe 
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Smiles, that can warme 

The blood, yet teach a charme. 

That Chastity shall take no harme 

Blushes, that bin 
The burnish of no sin, 

Nor flames of ought too hot within. 

Joyes, that confesse, 

Vertue their Mistresse, 

And have no other head to drcssc 

Feares, fond and flight, 

As the coy Brides, when Night 
First does the longing Lover right. 

Teares, quickly fled. 

And vaine, as those are shed 
For a dying Maydenhead 

Dayes, that need borrow, 

No part of their good Morrow, 

From a fore spent night of sorrow 

Dayes, that m spight 

Of Darkenesse, by the Light 

Of a cleere mind are Day all Night 

Nights, sweet as they. 

Made short by Lovers play. 

Yet long by th’ absence of the Day 

Life, that dares send 
A challenge to his end. 

And when it comes say Welmne Friend 

Sydncsan showers 

Of sweet discourse, whose powers 

Can Crown old Winters head with flowers 

Soft silken Hours, 

Open sunnes, shady Bowers , 

’Bove all, Nothing within that lowers 
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What ere Delight 
Can make Dayes forehead bnght, 

Or give Downe to the Wings of Night 

In her whole frame, 

Have Nature all the Name, 

Art and ornament the shame 

Her flattery, 

Pidlure and Poesy, 

Her counsell her owne vertue be 

I wish, her store 
Of worth may leave her poorc 
Of wishes , And I wish No more 

Now if Time knowes 
That her whose radiant Browes 
Weave them a Garland of my vowes, 

Her whose just Bayes, 

My future hopes can raise, 

A trophie to her present praise 

Her that dares be. 

What these Lines wish to see 
I seeke no further, it is she 

Tis she, and here 
Lo I uncloath and cleare. 

My wishes cloudy Charafter 

May she enjoy it, 

Whose merit dare apply it. 

But modestly dares still deny it 

Such worth as this is 
Shall fixe my flying wishes 
And determine them to kisses 

Let her full Glory 
My fancyes, fly before ye 
Be ye my fidlions But her story 

L 2 
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Ad Reginam, 

Et sibi & Academise pa[r]tunentem 

n XJc t sacrts ctrcumfltia ccetihm^ 

Hue t frequentem^ Musa^ chons pedem 
Fer^ annuo doEium laboie 
Puipweas agttaie cunas. 

Fascunditaton provocaty en^ tuam 
Maria partu nobilts alteiOy 
Prolhnque Musarum minntram 
Egregim sibi posett Infans. 

Nempe Ilia nunquam pignore stmphet 
Stbhe soli faSla puerpera est 
Partu repercussoy vel absenSy 
Perpetuos procreat gemellos 
Hos Ipsa partus scilicet efietty 
In^ Ipsa vires carmina suggerity 
Quee spiutum vitdmque donat 
Principibus stmul fif Camcenn 
Possit CamcenaSy non sine Numincy 
Lassare nostras Diva puerpeiay 
Et gaudiis siccaie totam 
Perpetuis Heltcoms undam. 

Quin expeiiri pergaty y in vices 
Certare sanEiis conditiombus 
Its dulcis esty nec indecoro 
PulverCy SIC potuisse vinct 

Alternis Natura Diem meditatur tA Umbras y 
Hinc atroy hinc albo pignore faEta parens 
Hu melior Natura tuasy dulcissimuy servas 
(Sed quam dissimili sub rationed) vices 
Candida Huy €3° partu semper Hibi concolor omni 
Hinc Natamy hinc Natum das, sed utrinque Diem. 
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iTo the Queen 

An Apologte for the length of the following Panegyrtck 

W Hen you are Mistresse of the song, 

Mighty Queen, to thinke it long. 

Were treason gainst that Majesty 
Your vertue wears Your modesty 
Yet thinks it so But ev n that too 
(Infinite, since part of You) 

New matter for our Muse supplies, 

And so allowes what it denies 

Say then Dread Queen how may we doe 

To mediate twixt your self and You ? 

That so our sweetly temper d song 
Nor be [too] short, nor seeme [too] long 
Needs must your Noble prayses strength 
That made it long excuse the length 
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‘To the Queeji, 

Upon her numerous Progeme, 

A Panegyrick 

B Ritam ' the mighty Oceans lovely bride' 

Now stretch thy self, fair Isle, and grow, spread wide 
Thy bosome, and make roome Thou art opprest 
With thine own glories, and art strangely blest 
Beyond thy self For (lo) the Gods, the Gods 
Come fast upon thee, and those glorious ods 
Swell thy full honours to a pitch so high 
As sits above thy best capacitie. 

Are they not ods? and glorious? that to thee 
Those mighty Genu throng, which well might be 
Each one an ages laboui ? that thy dayes 
Are gilded with the union of those rayes 
Whose each divided beam would be a Sunne 
To glad the sphere of any nation? 

Sure, if for these thou mean’st to find a seat 
Th’ hast need, O Britain, to be truly Great 
And so thou art, their presence makes thee so 
They are thy greatnesse Gods, where-e’re they go. 

Bring their Heav’n with them their great footsteps place 
An everlasting smile upon the face 
Of the glad earth they tread on While with thee 
Those beames that ampliate mortahtie, 

And teach it to expatiate, and swell 
To majestie and fulnesse, deign to dwell. 

Thou by thy self maist sit, blest Isle, and see 
How thy great mother Nature dotes on thee 
Thee therefore from the rest apart she hurl’d. 

And seem’d to make an Isle, but made a World 

Time yet hath dropt few plumes since Hope turn’d Joy, 
And took into his armes the princely Boy, 

Whose birth last blest the bed of his sweet Mother, 

And bad us first salute our Prince a brother 
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The Prince and Duke cf York 
Bnght Charles\ thou sweet dawn of a glorious daj • 

Centre of those thy Grandsires (shall I say, 

Henry and yames^ or, Mars and Phoebus rather^ 

If this were Wisdomes God, that Wars stern father, 

Tis but the same is said Henry and yames 
Are Mars and Pheebus under diverse names ) 

O thou full mixture of those mighty souls 
Whose vast intelligences tun d the roles 
Of peace and ^var thou for whose manly brow 
Both lawrels twine into [one] wreath, and woo 
To be thy garland see, sweet Prince, O sec, 

Thou, and the lovely hopes that smile m thee, 

Art tan out and transcrib d by thy great Mother 
See, see thy reall shadow see thy Brother, 

Thy little self m lesse trace in these eyne 

The beams that dance m those full stars of thine 

From the same snowy Alabaster rock 

Those hands and thine were hewn, those cherries mock 

The corall of thy lips Thou wert of all 

This well wrought copie the fair prtnctpall 

Lady Mary 

Justly, great Nature, didst thou brae and tell 
How ev n th hadst drawn that fatthfuTl parallel. 

And matcht thy master piece O then go on. 

Make such another sweet comparison 
Seest thou that Mane there ^ O teach her Mother 
To shew her to her self in such another 
Fellow this wonder too, nor let her shine 
Alone light such another star, and twine 
Their rosie beams, that so the morn for one 
Fenus may have a Constellation 

Lady Elizabeth 

These words scarce waken d Heaven, when (lo) our vows 
Sat crown d upon the noble Infants brows 
Th art pair d, sweet Princesse In this well writ book 
Read o re thy self peruse each line, each look 
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And when th’hast summ’d up all those blooming blisses, 
Close up the book, and clasp it with thy kisses 

So have I seen (to dresse their mistresse May) 

Two silken sister-flowers consult, and lay 
Their bashfull cheeks together newly they 
Peep’t from their buds, show’d like the garden’s Eyes 
Scarce wak’t like was the crimson of their joyes. 

Like were the tears they wept, so like, that one 
Seem’d but the others kind reflexion 

T'he new-horne Frince, 

And now ’twere time to say. Sweet Queen, no more 
Fair source of Princes, is thy pretious store 
Not yet exhaust? O no. Heavens have no bound. 

But in their infinite and endlesse Round 
Embrace themselves Our measure is not theirs, 

Nor may the pov’rtie of mans narrow prayers 
Span their immensitie More Princes come. 

Rebellion, stand thou by, Mischief, make room 
War, Bloud, and Death (Names all averse from Joy) 
Heare this. We have another bright-ey’d Boy 
That word’s a warrant, by whose vertue I 
Have full authority to bid you Dy 

Dy, dy, foul misbegotten Monsters, Dy 
Make haste away, or e’r the world’s bright Eye 
Blush to a cloud of bloud O farre from men 
Fly hence, and in your Hyperborean den 
Hide you for eveimore, and murmure there 
Where none but Hell may heare, nor our soft aire 
Shrink at the hatefull sound Mean while we bear 
High as the brow of Heaven, the noble noise 
And name of these our just and righteous joyes, 

Where Envie shall not reach them, nor those eares 
Whose tune keeps time to ought below the spheres 

But thou, sweet supernumerary Starre, 

Shine forth, nor fear the threats of boyst’rous Warre 
The face of things has therefore frown’d a while 
On purpose, that to thee and thy pure smile 
The world might ow an universall calm. 

While thou, fair Halcyon, on a sea of balm 
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Shalt flote where while thou lajst thy lovely head, 

The angf) billows shall but make thy bed 
Storms when they look on thcc, shall straight relent, 
And Tempests, when they tast thy breath, repent 
To whispers soft as thine own slumbers be, 

Or souls of Virgins which shall sigh for thee 
Shine then, sweet supernumerary Starre 
Nor feare the boysterous names of Bloud and Warre 
Thy Birthday is their Deaths Nativitie, 

They ve here no other busincsse but to die 

Ta ihe Queen 

But stay what glimpse was that? why blusht the day? 
Why ran the started atre trembling away? 

Who s this that comes circled m rayes that scorn 
Acquaintance with the Sun? what second morn 
At midd^ opes a presence which Heavens eye 
Stands off and points atf 1st some Deity 
Stept from her throne of starres, deigncs to be seen? 

Is It some Deity? or ist our Queen f 

Tis she, tis she Her awfull beauties chase 
The Day s abashed glories, and m face 
Of noon wear their own Sunshine O thou bright 
Mistresse of wonders • Cynthia s is the night, 

But thou at noon dost shine, and art all day 
(Nor does thy Sun deny t) our Cynthia 

Illustrious sweetnesse' m thy faithfull wombe, 

That nest of Heroes, all our hopes find room 
Thou art the Mother Phenix, and thy brest 
Chast as that Virgin honour of the East, 

But much more fruitful! is nor does, as she, 

Deny to mighty Love a Dcitie 

Then let the Lastern world brag and be proud 

Of one coy Phenix, while we have a brood, 

A brood of Phenixes while we have Brother 
And Sister Phenixes, and still the Mother 

And may we long I Long mayst Thou live t increase 
The house and family of Phenixes 
Nor may the life that gives their eye-lids light 
E re prove the dismall morning of thy night 
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Ne’re may a birth of thine be bought so dear 
To make his costly cradle of thy beer 

O mayst thou thus make all the year thine own, 
And see such names of joy sit white upon 
The brow of every month' And when th’hast done, 
Mayst in a son of His find every son 
Repeated, and that son still m another, 

And so in each child often prove a Mother 
Long mayst Thou, laden with such clusters, lean 
Upon thy Royall Elm, fair Vine' And when 
The Heav’ns will stay no longer, may thy glory 
And name dwell sweet in some Eternall story' 

Pardon, bright Excellence, an untun’d string. 

That in thy eares thus keeps a murmuring 
O speake a lowly Muses pardon, speake 
Her pardon, or her sentence, onely breake 
Thy silence Speake, and she shall take from thence 
Numbers, and sweetnesse, and an influence 
Confessing Thee Or if too long I stay, 

O speake Thou, and my Pipe hath nought to say 
For see Apollo all this while stands mute, 

Expedling by thy voice to tune his Lute 

But Gods are gracious, and their Altars make 
Pretious the ofFrings that their Altars take 
Give then this rurall wreath fire from thine eyes. 
This rurall wreath dares be thy Sacrifice 



THE DELIGHTS OF THE MUSES 

Butla 

Q Uiii tih tar 7 n t efftrt r-n lulh tur rn^ 
Qatd fatU ai tntrvn f rfji ir-rrf mn* 
Arf^^Iat r jtrtt / ur-tr i t /a f rti r, i\ta 
Ln nta I tHa^ larei en tua t//xira t-tft 

Qutd tu} ^ur r-^a rrc fina^ 

Out tan f rtutti gi ^9 
In titan frep/rai irnm? 

Qua/it virftrr s adhuc 
Lypm fera/tuni unutt 
esprit jam nt.af jam rtctri^ 

/ 1 tpuntt mtdta tn li/ii, 

Prenut furpurntm lUut 
Cencf 1 dt patrid ntcat^ 

PuUhrea exsitn tnpetu^ 

Statm hf mlhlut tbrta 
Duant terga t / rthut 
Ctehn tumid t sinus 
Sphtera phna v lulilt 
Cujus per tarsum totuiy 
Cu^us per teretem gl turn 
Ins luhrica airsifans 
Centum per speetes i/rfci, 

Lt ptPi facies efors 
Ctreum regnatf undiy 
Lt se Diva volatihs 
fueunde levis smpetu 
Lt vertigine perfidd 
Lascivd sequitur fug^ 

Lt pulehrt dubitatf fiuit 
Tam fallax totses nrwSy 
Tet se per reduces vias.^ 

Lrrorisque reetprecos 
Spargit vena Colorilus^ 

Lt pompd natat ehrsd 
Tail tnilittd muans 
Agmen se rude dividit^ 

Campis quippe volantibus^ 
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Et campi Icvts etquoic 
0)do vtsanus obambnlans 
Pass 17)1 sc fngit^ & > 

Passnn pcrdit^ DWoiit. 
Pidchiton spargtittr hic Chaos. 
Hie viva, hie vaga jlutnma 
Rtpei non piQpria meant ^ 

Sed smscent soctas vias^ 
Coinmunt^ sub alvco 
Stipant delictas suas. 

Qua turn pioxnnitas vaga 
Pain dtscrtmttte luhrico^ 

Pam subtilibus aiguit 
yungiti) am tenucm notis^ 
Pompa lit jloiida nullibi 
Sinccras haheat vias , 

Nee vu/tu nit eat suo 
Sed dulcis cumulus novos 
Mtscens ptitpureus sinus 
Flagrant divitiis suis^ 
Privatum reniiens jubar 
Floris diliivio vagi, 

Floris Sydere publico 
Lath vei siihit aiireutti, 

Atque ejffimditur in su(V 
Fires undique Copiec 
Nempe omiiis quia cernitur, 
Nullus cernitui hie color, 

Et vicinta contumax 
Allidit species vagas. 
lllic contigiiis aqiiis 
Marcent pallidula: faces 
TJndes hic vena tenellulcs, 
Flammts ebria proximis 
Hisctt purpureas vias, 

Et rubro salit alveo 
Osin Sangutneum jubar 
Lambunt la£iea funiina, 

Suasu car u lei mans 
Mansuescit seges aurea, 
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Et lucis faciles gerne 
Vanas ad nebulas stupentj 
Sub^ uvis rubtcunduhs 
Flagrant sohrta ItUa 
Victnts adeo rosts 
Ficinis tnvtgtlant ntves, 

Vt Sint mvea rosa, 

Ut sini rosa ntvts, 

Accendunt^ rosa ntves^ 
Extinguunt^ mves rosas 
lllic cum virtdt rubet^ 

Htc y cum ruttlo vtret 
Lascivi facies chon 
Et quicquid rota lubrica 
Cauda stelhgera notaty 
Pulchrum pergit (A in ambitum 
Htc cceh mpiicitus laboty 
Orbes orbibus obvtt 
Htc grex vellerts auret 
Grex pelluctdus atheris 
Qui neSlts nigra fascua 
runs morstbus attent 
Htc quicqutd mtidum et vagum 
Call vibrat artnula 
Dulci pingitur sn joco 
Hic mundus tener tmpedit 
Sese amplexibus in suis 
SucctnSJtq^ sinu globt 
Errat per proprium decus 
Htc mStant subita faceSy 
Et htduni trenmlum diem 
Max se sumpiunt sut {s’ 
Quarunt ieSla superctlty 
Atq^ abdunt petulans jubary 
Subsiduntq^ Protervster 
Atq^ hac omnia quam brevis 
Sunt mendaaa machinal 
Currant scsliclt omnia 
Sphar&y non vitred qutdemy 
{Ut quondam stculus globus) 
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Sed vitro nitidd magtSy 
Sed vitro fragili magiSy 
Et vitio vitred inagis. 

Sum venti ingcnium breve 
Flos Slimy scihcety atriSy 
Sidus scilicet aquoriSy 
Natures jocus aitretiSy 
Nature vaga fahuloy 
Natura bieve somniim. 

Nugai urn decus &’ doloi , 

Diilciiy doSfa^ vanitas 
Am a film perfidee, 

Et ristis facilis parens 
’Tantiim gutta supeibiory 
Fortunatius ^ lutum 
Sum fiiixa pietiiim spei, 

Una ex Flespertdum insulis 
Formee pyxiSy amantium 
Clau ceecus ocellulusy 
Vance lA coi leve glories 
Sum ccscce speculum Decs 
Sum fortunes ego tesscray 
Quam dat militibiis suis. 

Sum f 01 tunes ego symbolumy 
Quo sancit fragilem fidem 
Cum mortalibus Ebriis 
Obsignat^ tahellulas 

Sum blandumy petulanSy vagumy 
Pulchrumy purpureumy et decensy 
Comptumy floridulumy et recenSy 
Distmdium nivibuSy losiSy 
UndiSy ignibusy aercy 
FiSlumy gemmeuniy &' aureumy 
0 sumy {scihcety O nthil') 

Si pigety et longam traxisse in tesdia pompom 
VivaXy nimtum Bulla videtur anusy 
Folk tuos oculoSy pensum leve defiuety illam 
Parca metet facili non operosa manu 
Vixit adhuc Cur vixtU adhuc tu nempe legebas, 
Fempe fuit tempus turn potuisse mori. 
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Upon t'uo greene Apncockes sent to Cowley 
hy Str Crashaw 

T Ake these, times tardy truants, sent by me, 

To he chzstisd (sweet fnend) and chide hy thee 
Pale sons of our Pomona • whose wan cheekes 
Have spent the patience of expe<Sling weekes, 

Yet are scarce ripe enough at best to show 
The redd, but of the blush to thee they ow 
By thy comparrison they shall put on 
More summer m their shames reflexion, 

Than ere the fruitful! Phosbui flaming kisses 
Kindled on their cold hps O had my wishes 
And the deare ments of your Muse their due, 

The ycare had found some fruit early as you 
Ripe as those rich composures time computes 
Blossoms, but our blest tast confesses fruits 
How does thy Apnl-Autumne mocke these cold 
Progressions twixt whose termes poor time grows old ? 
With thee alone he weares no beard, thy braine 
Gives him the morning worlds fresh gold againe 
Twas only Paradice, tis onely thou, 

Whose fruit and blossoms both blesse the same bough 
Proud m the patterne of thy precious youth, 

Nature (methmks) might easily mend her growth 
Could she in all her births but coppie thee. 

Into the pubhck yeares proficiencie. 

No fruit should have the face to smile on thee 
(Young master of the worlds maturitie) 

But such whose sun borne beauties what they borrow 
Of beames to day, pay back againe to morrow, 

Nor need be double gilt How then must these 
Poore fruites looke pale at thy HesperidesI 
Fame would I chide their slownesse, but m their 
Defeats I draw mine owne dull charafter 
Take them, and me m them acknowledging. 

How much my summer wanes upon thy spring 
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Thesaurus malorum faemina 

C i Uts deiis^ 0 quts et at qiit te^ mala farntna^ Jinxit ? 

j Proh^ Grtmen stipeiAmy noxa pudenda delim^ 

Ques diviim manus est adeo non dextera rnnndo^ 

In nostras clades ingentosa manns^ 

Parcite, peccavt nec enim pia numina possunt 
‘Tam crudele semel vel voluisse nefas. 

Vestrum opus est ptetas, opus est concordia vestrum 
Vos equtdem tales baud rear aitifices 
Heus inferna cohors^ fatus cognoscite veshos 
Num pudet banc vestium vtncete posse scelus^ 

Plaudite Tartarei PioceteSy Eiebiq^ potentes 
{Na mtruni est tantum vos potuisse mahnn) 
yam vestras Laudate manus Si foite tacetiSy 
Artificum laudes grande loquetur opus 
Quam bene vos omnes specula contemplor in isto"^ 

PeSlus in angustum cogitur omne malum 
Quin dormi Pluto Rabidas compesce sororeSy 
yam non poscit opem nostra luina tuam 
Heec satis in nostros fahricata est machtna muroSy 
MortalWls Punas Tartara nostra dabunt 
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In Apollinem depereuntem Daphnen 

S Tulte Cuptdo^ 

Qutd iua Jlamma farat? 

Annon sole sub tpso 
Acctnsee pereunt faces ^ 

Sed fax nostra potentior sstts^ 

Flammas tnfiammare potest^ tpse uritur tgnis, 

Ecce fiammarutn potent 
Majore sub fiammd gemtt 
Eheu^ qutd hoc est^ En Apollo 
Lyr& taeente {nt sonet dolores) 

Comd jaeente squallet atemus decor 
OnSf en f domtnts quh plaeeat magiSy 
Langutdo tardum jubar tgne promti 
Pallente vultu territat athera 
Mundt eculus lacrymts senescst^ 

Et solvtt pelago debitOy quodq^ hauserat tgntbuSy 
Hts lacrymts rependit 

NabJfs adventu properans se latebrss recondit, 

Et opacas tenebrarum cobt umbras, 

Nam^ suos edit damnans radios, nocensq^ lumen 
An laieat tenebns duhtat, an educat diem, 

Htnc suadet hoc ludlus furens, tnde repugnat amor 
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i^inseas Patris sui bajulus. 

M Mnia Tiotcc Hostts iff tgnis 

Hostcs tJitcr isf ignes Mnetas ipohum pmnn 

At^ hitmens 'ueueiabtk pandits 
Excipit^ & SiCV(€ nunc 6 nunc pen cite Jlamniec^ 

Parcite hand (claniat) mihi^ 

Sacra favete sarcina^ 

Quod St negatiSj ncc licebit 
Vitam jttvarc^ sed juvabo f units ^ 

Rogits^ fiam pains ac bustum mei 
His diSfis acies peivolat hostiuni^ 

Gestit, ^ paitis veluti tiophais 
Elicit triiimphos Nam fin or hostium 
'Jam stiipet iA pietate tantd 
Ftdior vincitur^ imb ^ moritin 
Tioja libentei Ftinenbiis^ gaiidet^ 

Ac faces admittit ovans^ ne lateat tenebras 
Per opacas opus tngens pietatis 
Eebita SIC patri solvis tiia^ sic pan rependts 
Officio. Dederat vitam tibi, tu teddts hiitc.^ 

Felix^ parentis qiii pater dicer is esse tui. 
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In Pt^nahona 


P Mnttet Artis 
Pigmahona sua 
Quod fehx opus esset 
Infelix erat artifex 
Sentit vulntra^ nec vtdet t£Ium 

£ uts credit? gehdo veniunt de marmore fiamma 
farmer ingratum nmts 
Incendit autorem suum 
Concepit hic vanos furores^ 

Opus suum miratur at^ adorat 
Prius ereavtty ecce nunc coht manus^ 

Tentantes digitos molliter appUcat 
Decipit molles care dura taSius 
An Virgo vera est, an sit ehumea, 

Reddat an oscula qua dabantur 

Nescit Sed dubitatj Sed metuity munere supplicat, 

Blanditiasq^ miscet 

mtser^ poenas dare vult hos VenuSy hos triumphos 
Capit h tey am^rem fugit emxem 
Cur fugis heu vivos ^ mortua te necat puella 
Non erit tnnocua haCy quamvts iud jingas manUy 
Ipsa heu nocens erst ntmiSy cujus imago meet 
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Anon. 

(^Quanmea vivce 
Lubrica terga yatis 
Jam conscendtt Anon. 

Mcyce% tarn nova sohtUir 

Navis quhm nova scanditiir. Ilia 

Aerea est merces.^ hac est tff aqnatica navis. 

Peididire ilium vtii 

Mercede magnd^ servat Inc 

Mercede nulld piscis ^ sic 

Salute plus ruina constat tilt,, 

Minorts ^ scrvatur hinc quhm perditur. 

Hic dum findtt aquas., Jindtt hic aera 

Cursihus., pi sets, digitis. Anon 

Et sternit undas, sternit lA atra 

Car minis hoc plactdo Trident e 

Abjurat siia jam murmura, ventus^ modestior 

Aurtbus ora mutat 

Ora dedtscit, mtntmos iA meiuit susurros 
{Sonus alter restat, ut fit sonus tilts) 

Aura strepens ctreum muta sit lateri adjacente pennd. 
Ambit ^ ora virt, nec vela ventis Me egent, 
Attendit banc ventus ratem non trahit, at trahitur. 

'Genethhacon 
Phzenicis - & 

Epicedion 

? Hanix alumna mortis, 

Quam mira tu puerpera * 

Tu scandis baud nidos, sed ignes 

Non parere sed pertre ceu parata 

Mors obstetrix, at^ ipsa tu teipsam parts, 

- Tu Tui^ mater ipsa es, 

Tu tui^ filta 
Tu sic odora messis 
Sutgis tuorum funerum, 

Ttbi^ per tuam tuinam 
Reparata, te succedis ipsa. Mors b 
Foecunda f SanSia $ Lucra pretiosee necis ^ 

Vive {monstrum duke) vive 
Tu tibi^ suffice. 
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Elegn 

I TV mea lacryma {nee entm msror) ite Sed oro 
Tantum ne mtser/e claudtte veas tier 
O Iteeat querulot •uerbts antmare doloreSy 
Et saltern ah ptnit dtcere noster amor 
Ecce negant tamen^ ecce neganty latryna^ r (belles 
Indomtta pergunty praapitant^ vifi 
Vtsne ip care) tgtiur TV nostra silentta dtcant? 

Vis Jitat aiitduo murmure mutus amor ? 

Flebtty id urna suos semper bsbet humida roreSy 
Et jidas sempery semper babebtt aquas 
IntereOy quteunq^ estss ne eredste mirum 
St vera laerynue mn dtdubre loqut 


Epitaphium 

O Utsquts neSlareo serenus <trvo 
Et spe luctdus aurete juventes 
ISescts purpureas abtre solesy 
Nesas vtnculoy ferreamq^ noSlem 
Imt earcertSy horrtdumq^ Dstemy 
Et speSla: tremulam procul stneHamy 
Hsnc disces lacrymaSy Id htnc repones 
HiCy 0 scilicet btc brevt sub antro 
Spes td gaudta mslle tntlle longam 
{Heu longam nimts') tnduire noSlem 
Flammantem nstidee facem juventay 
Submerstt Stygieg paludts undo 
Ergo St lacrymas neges doloris 
Hue certe lacrymas feres timoris 
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Damno affici ssepe fit lucrum 

D Amna admnt multis taciti compendia lucri 
Feltci^ docent plus properare mordj 
Luxuriem annotum positd sic pelle redemit 
At^ sagax serpens in nova scecla subit 
Germs ut ipsa stbi replicato suppetat avo^ 

Seg itereij multd morte perennis avis. 
Succrescat generosa sibi^ facilesg per ignes 
Perg suos ctnereSy per sua fata ferax 
Qucs sailers jaSiura sui ? quts funeris usus ? 

Flammarumg fideSy ingentumg rogi ? 

Sicctne fraude subis"^ pretiosag jfunera ludis? 

Siccine tu mortemy ne moriariSy adis^ 

Felix cut medicos tanta experientia mortiSy 
Cut tarn Parcarum est officiosa manus 


Humane vits descriptio 

O FitOy tantum lubricus quidam furor 
Spohumg vitaf scilicet longi brevis 
Erioris hospes! Error t mortalium^ 

0 certus error ^ qui sub incerto vagum 
Suspendit avumy mille per dolos vice 
FugaciSy y proterva per volumina 
Flutdi laboriSy ebrios laStat gradus , 

Et irretitos ducit in nihilum dies 
0 fata ^ quantum perfidce vitce fugit 
Umbris quod t input emus atg auriSy ibi 
Et umbra aura sertas partes agunt 
Miscentg scenaniy volvimur ludtbrio 
Procacis cestusy ut per incertum mare 
Fragtlts protervo cymba com nutat freto 
Et Ipsa vitcSy fihy qtieis nentes Decs 
Mvi severa texta producunt manUy 
Hcsc Ipsa nobis implicant vestigia 
Petrahunt trahuntg donee everso gradu 
Puma lassos aka deducat pedes. 

FeliXy fugaces quisquis excipiens dies 
Gressus serenos fixity insidiis sui 
Ffec servit csviy vita inoffensis huic 
Feretur auriSy atg claudd ranks 
Tiiubabit hard vortices anni vagi 
<FIic extricabity sanus Assertor sui. 



THE DELIGHTS OF THE MUSES 


Tranquilhtas animi, similitudme dudla nb ave 
captiva & canora tamen 

U T cum delmai leva^ loquactm 

Convivam nemortSy vagam^ musam 
Observam dubtti viator arte 
Prendit deiuper homduive runs 
Eversory male perstdo paratu 
{H.eu durusf) rapity atq^ to triumphans 
Padit prottnus (sf sagace nisu 
Evolvent dtgitoSy opus tenellum 
Ducens polltct tents erudttOy 
P'trgarum smplscat ordtnem severumy 
Angustam midttans domum valuers 
Ilia autemy hospiUum Ueet vetustum 
Mentem solhcttet ntmts ntmtsj^ 

Et suetum nemusy htne opaea mttis 
Umbra frtgora iA htne apnea pun 
Solis fufguray Patnag^ sylva 
Nunquam muta qutesy ubi tlla dudum 
Toium per nemuSy arborem per omnemy 
Hospes libera libens querelts 
Cognatum bene frovocabat agmen 
Quanquam tpsum nemusy arboresg alumnam 
Imphrant profugamy aiq^ amata multum 
Quarant murmuroy lubncumq^ carmen 
Blands guttans tA melos serenum 
Ilia autemy tameUy slla jam reltblee 
{Simplex^) baud meminit domuSy nee ultrh 
Sylvas cogitat at brevt sub antrOy 
Ah pennd ntmtum hrevts reasSy 
Ah ritu viduo sthiy^ sola 
Pnvata heu fidteen^ canity vagog 
Exercens querulam domum susurro 
Fallit Vinculuy carceremy^ mulcet 
Net, pugnans plactda proeax quiets 
LuHatur gravity orbe sed redu^o 
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Dtsctiisu vaga saluiam tencllo^ 
Mctitin spatia mvida cavcntec. 

Stc tn sc pta ?7ictis reposta^ scciwt 
Altl tnta sedct^ ncc aidct cxitdj 
Ant iillo sold (cstnaie fato' 

Oiiamms cunda tinnultucntur. atrcc 
Sot its turbine non movctur ilia 
Fortunec furtas onusg tristc 
Non teigo minus accipit quicto, 

Qudm veditx Vcncus columha hlando 
Admit tit juga dcbcata collo 
FoiViS SI quid inhomuit proccll(S^ 

Si quid setviat & minctui ^ ilia 
Spcinit^ ncscit^ tsf obviis fuiorem 
Fallit blanditiiSy amatg iff ambit 
Ipsunij quo male vulnei aiury idum 
Curas minmine non fat etui ullo, 

Non lambit laciymas dolor^ ncc atra 
Mentis nubila frons iniqua pi edit. 
Quod St lacryma peivicax lebelli 
Eiumpit tamcn evolatg guttd^ 

Invitis lacrymis^ negantc luStu^ 

Ludunt perspicut per ora iisus. 
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CRASHAWE, 

THE 

ANAGRAMME 
HE WAS CAR 

W As Car. then Crashawe or Was Crashawe Car, 
Since both within one name combined are? 

Yes, Cars Crashawe, he Car, tis love alone 

Which melts two harts, of both composing one 

So Crashawe s still the same so much desired 

By strongest witts, so honor d so admired 

Car Was but He that enter d as afnend 

With whom he shard his thoughtes, and did commend 

(While yet he hvd) this worke, they lovd each other 

Sweete Crashawe was his friend he Crashawes brother 

So Car hath Title then twas his intent 

That what his riches pen d, poore Car should print 

Nor feares he chccke praysing that happie one 

Who was belov d by dl, dispraysed by none 

To Witt, being pleas d with all things, he pleas d all 

Nor would he give, nor take offence befall 

What might, he would possesse himselfe and live 

As deade (devoyde of interest) t all might give 

Desease t his well composed mynd forestal d 

With heavenly riches which had wholy calld 

His thoughtes from earth, to live above m th aire 

A very bird of paradice No care 

Had he of earthly trashe What might suffice 

To fitt his soule to heavenly exercise 

Sufficed him and may we guesse his hart 

By what his lipps brings forth, his onely part 

Is God and godly thoughtes Leaves doubt to none 

But that to whom one God is all all s one 
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What he might cate or weare he tookc no thought. 
His needfull foode he rather found then sought. 

He seckes no downes, no shcetes, his bed’s still made 
If he can find, a chaire or stoole, he’s layd, 

When day peepes in, he quitts his rcstlcsse rest. 

And still, poore soule, before he’s up he’s dres’t 

Thus dying did he live, yet lived to dye 

In th-virgines lappe, to whom he did applye 

His virgine thoughtes and words, and thence was styld 

By foes, the chaplaine of the virginc myld 

While yet he lived without His modcstie 

Imparted this to some, and they to me. 

Live happie then, dearc soule, injoy the rest 
Eternally by paynes thou purchaccdest, 

While Car must live in care, who was thy friend 
Nor cares he how he live, so m the end. 

He may mjoy his dearest Lord and thee, 

And sitt and singe more skilfull songs eternally. 


i88 



CARMEN DEO NOSTRO 


AN 

EPIGRAMME 

Upon the ptSIures in the following Voemes which the 
Authour first made with bis owne bandy admirably 
welly as may he scene in bis Manuscript dedicated to 
the right Honorable Lady the L Denbigh 

pen and pensiH rose a holy strife 
Which might draw vertue better to the life 
iiest Witts gave votes to that but painters swore 
They never saw peeces so sweete before 
As thes fruites of pure nature where no art 
Did lead the untaught pensill, nor had part 
In th worke 

The hand growne bold, with win will needes contest 
Doth It prevayle? ah wo say each is best 
This to the eare speakes wonders that will trye 
To speake the same, jet lowder, to the eye 
Both their aymes are holy, both conspire 
To wound, to burne the hart with heavenly fire 
This then s the Doome, to doe both parties right 
This, to the eare speakes best that, to the sight 

THOMAS CAR 


189 



RICHARD CRASHAW 


NON VI. 

^Tis not the work of force but skill 
To find the way into man's will 
"Tis love alone can hcatts unlock 
'Who knowes the Word, he needs not knock. 

TO THE 

Noblest & best of Ladyes, the 
Countesse of Denbigh. 

Perswadmg her to Resolution m Religion, 
& to render her selfe without further 
delay into the Communion of 
the Catholick Church 

W Hat heav’n-intreated Heart is This? 

Stands trembling at the gate of bhsse. 
Holds fast the door, yet dares not venture 
Fairly to open it, and enter 
Whose Definition is k doubt 
Twixt life & death, twixt m & out 
Say, hngring fair I why comes the birth 
Of your brave soul so slowly forth? 

Plead your pretences (o you strong 
In weaknesl) why you choose so long 
In labor of your selfe to ly, 

Nor daring quite to live nor dy? 

Ah linger not, lovkl souH slow 
And late consent was a long no, 

Who grants at last, long time tryd 
And did his best to have deny’d, 

What magick bolts, what mystick Barres 
Maintain the will in these strange warres! 


190 



CARMEN DEO NOSTRO 


What fatall, yet fantastick, bands 
Keep The free Heart from its own hands I 
So when the year takes cold, wc see 
Poor waters their owne prisoners be 
Fetter d, &. lockt up fast they ly 
In a sad selfc captivity 

The astonisht nymphs their flood s strange fate deplore, 
To see themselves their own severer shore 
Thou that alone canst thaw this cold, 

And fetch the heart from it s strong Hold 
Allmighty Love* end this long warr, 

And of a meteor make a starr 
O fix this fair Indefinite 
And mongst thj shafts of soveraign light 
Choose out that sure decisue dart 
Which has the Ke) of this close heart, 

Knowes all the corners oPt, &c can controul 

The self shutt cabinet of an unscarcht soul 

O let It be at last, loves hourc 

Raise this tall Trophee of thy Powre 

Come once the conquering way, not to confute 

But kill this rebell wofr]^ Irresolute 

That so, in spite of ail this peevish strength 

Of weaknes, she may write Resolvo at Length, 

Unfold at length, unfold fair flowre 

And use the season of love s show^re, 

Meet his well meaning Wounds, wise heart* 

And hast to drink the wholsome dart 
That healing shaft, which heavn till now 
Hath m love s quiver hid for you 
O Dart of love! arrow of light* 

O happy you, if it hitt right, 

It must not fall in vain, it must 
Not mark the dry regardles dust 
Fair one, it is your fate and brings 
^ternall worlds upon it s wings 
Meet It with wide spread armes & see 
It s seat your soul s just center be 
Disband dull feares give faith the day 
To save your life, kill your delay 
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It IS love’s secge, and sure to be 
Your triumph, though his vidlory. 

’Tis co'wardise that keeps this feild 
And want of courage not to yeild. 

Yeild then, 6 yeild. that love may win 
The Fort at last, and let life in 
Yeild quickly. Lest perhaps you prove 
Death’s prey, before the prize of love. 

This Fort of your fair selfe, if’t be not won, 
He IS repulst indeed, But you’arc vndonc. 
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TO 

THE NAME 

ABOVE EVERY NAME, 

THE 

NAME OF 

JESUS 

A HYMN 

I Sing the Name which None can say 
But touch t with An intenour Ray 
The Name of our New Peace our Good 
Our Blisse Sc Supernatural] Blood 
The Name of All our Lives Sc Loves 
Hearken, And Help ye holy Doves ^ 

The* high born Brood of Day you bright 
Candidates of blissefull Light, 

The Heirs Eledl of hove whose Names belong 
Unto The everlasting life of Song 
All ve wise Soules, who in the wealthy Brest 
Of This unbounded Name build your warm Nest 
Awake, My glory Soul, hf such thou be, 

And That fair Word at all referr to Thee) 
Awake Sc sing 
And be All Wing 

Bring hither thy whole Self & let me see 
What of thy Parent Heavn yet speakes m thee 
O thou art Poore 
Of noble PowRES, I see. 

And full of nothing else but empty Me, 

Narrow, & low. Sc infinitely lesse 
Then this Great mornings mighty Busynes 
One little World or two 
(Alas) Will never doe 
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We must have store 

Goe, Soul, out of thy Self, & seek for More. 

Goe & request 

Great Nature for the Key of her huge Chest 
Of Heavns, the self involving Sett of Sphears 
(Which dull mortality more Feeles then heares) 
Then rouse the nest 
Of nimble Art, & traverse round 
The Aiery Shop of soul-appeasing Sound 
And beat a summons m the Same 
All-soveraign Name 
To -warn each severall kind 
And shape of sweetnes, Be they such 
As sigh with supple wind 
Or answer Artfull Touch, 

That they convene & come away 
To wait at the love-crowned Doores of 
Th[i]s Illustrious Day. 

Shall we dare This, my Soul ^ we’l doe’t and bring 
No Other note for’t, but the Name we sing. 

Wake Lute & Harp 

And every sweet-lipp’t Thing 

That talkes with tunefull string, 

Start into life. And leap with me 
Into a hasty Fitt-tun’d Harmony 

Nor must you think it much 
T’obey my bolder touch, 

I have Authority in Love’s name to take you 
And to the worke of Love this morning wake you , 
Wake, In the Name 

Of Him who never sleeps. All Things that Are, 
Or, what’s the same. 

Are Musicall, 

Answer my Call 
And come along. 

Help me to meditate mine Immortall Song 
Come, ye soft ministers of sweet sad mirth. 

Bring All your houshold stufFe of Heavn on earth, 
O you, my Soul’s most certain Wings, 

Complaining Pipes, & prattling Strings, 
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Bring All the store 

Of Sweets )ou ha\c, And murmur that )ou ha\c no more 
Come, ncre to part, 

Nature A. art* 

Come, come strong. 

To the conspirac) of our Spatious «ong 
Bring All the Powres of Praise 
Your Provinces of well united Worlds can raise 
Bnng All [)our] Lutes K Harps of HEA\*r &, Earth, 
What Ctc cooperates to The common mirthc 
Vessclls of vocall Jojes, 

Or You, more noble Architcas of Intcllefluall Noise, 
Cymballs of Hcav n, or Humane sphears, 

Solliciters of Soules or Eares 

And when jouarc come, with All 
That jou can bnng or we can call 
O may )ou fix 
For ever here, mix 
Your selves into the Jong 
And everlasting senes of a dcathlcsse Soso, 

Mix All )our manj Worlds, Above, 

And loose them into One of Love 
Cheat thee my Heart! 

For Thou too hast thy Part 
And Place in the Great Throng 
Of This unbounded All imbraang Song 
Powres of my Soul, be Proud I 
And speake lowd 

To All the dear bought Nations This Redeeming Name, 
And in the wealth of one Rich Word proclaim 
New Similes to Nature 

May It be no wrong 

Blest Heavns, to you, & your Superiour song, 

That we, dark Sons of Dust & Sorrow, 

A while Dare borrow 

The Name of Your Dilights 6c our Desires, 

And fitt it to so farr infenor Lyres 
Our Murmurs have their Musick too, 

Ye mighty Orbes, as well as you, 

Nor yeilds the noblest Nest 
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Of warbhna: SruAPin?! lo the circ- of Lo;c, 

A choicer then the jfnftjH IJrf'.i 

Of a poor pinting '1 urtit-Do’.c 
And VC, low ^Vormt'^ In'.c to doc 

The Same bright lUinsncs ()c 'I'htrd flrut* *) wah )ou. 
Gentle SriRiis, doe not complain 
We will ha%e care 
'I'o keep It fair. 

And send it back to \c>u again. 

Come, knel) NAV.r I Apji.trc from forth the Bright 
Regions of p^ieeiull Light, 

Look from thine own Ilhistrioii', Home*, 

Fair Kino of Namis, A' come 

Lca\c All th) natue Glories ui their Georgeous Nest, 
And give thy Self a while The cractoiis Guest 
Of humble Soules, that seek to find 
The hidden Sweets 
Which man’s heart meets 
When Thou art Master of the Mind 
Come, lovely Name, life of our hope* 

Lo \vc hold our Hfaris wide opc^ 

Unlock thy Cabinet of D\y 
D earest Sw'cct, A come aw-at 

Lo how the thirsty Lands 

Gasp for thy Golden ShowresI with longstrctch’t Hands. 
Lo how the laboring E iRth 
T hat hopes to be 
All Heaven by Thef, 

Leapes at thy Birth. 

The’ attending World, to wait thy Rise, 

First turn’d to eyes, 

And then, not knownng what to doe, 

Turn’d Them to Teares, & spent Them too 
Come Royall Name, & pay the expence 
Of All this Prctious Patience. 

O come away 

And kill the Death of This Delay. 

O see, so many Worlds of barren ycares 
Melted & measur’d out in Seas of Teares 
O see, The Weary hddes of wakefull Hope 
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(Loves Eastern windowcs) All wdc ope 
With Curtains drawn, 

To catch The Daj break of Thy Da\\ K 
O dawn, at last, long look t for Day* 

Take thme own \'ings, A. come av\a) 

Lo, where Aloft it comes* It comes, Among 
The Conduft of Adoring Spirits, that throng 
Like diligent Bees, And swarm about it 
O the) are wise, 

And know what Sweetes are suck t from out it 
It IS the Hive, 

By which they thrive. 

Where All their Hoard of Hony l)cs 
Lo where it comes, upon The snow) Doves 
Soft Back, And brings a Bosom big with Loves 
Welcome to our dark world, Thou 
Womb of Day* 

Unfold thy fair Conceptions, And display 
The Birth of our Bright Jo)cs 
O thou compaflcd 

Body of Blessings spirit of Soules cxtraflcd' 

O aissipate thy spicy Powres 
(Clowd of condensed sweets) Sc break upon us 
In balmy shovvrs 

O fill our senses, And take from us 

All force of so Prophanc a Fallacy 

To think ought sweet but that which smells of Thee 

Fair, flowry Name In none but Thee 

And Thy Nei^areall Fragrancy, 

Hourly there meetes 
An universall Synod of All sweets, 

By whom it is defined Thus 
That no Perfume 
For ever shall presume 
To passe for Odoriferous, 

But such alone whose sacred Pedigree ^ 

Can prove it Seif some km (sweet name) to Thee 
Sweet Name, m Thy each Syllable 
A Thousand Blest Arabias dwell 
A Thousand Hills of iTankmcense 
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Mountains of myrrh, & Beds of species, 

And ten Thousand Paradises, 

The soul that tasts thee takes from thence 
How many unknown Worlds there are 
Of Comforts, which Thou hast m keeping! 

How many Thousand Mercyes there 
In Pitty’s soft lap ly a sleeping! 

Happy he who has the art 
To awake them, 

And to take them 
Home, & lodge them in his Heart 
O that It were as it was wont to be! 

When thy old Freinds of Fire, All full of Thee, 

Fought against Frowns with smiles, gave Glorious chase 
To Persecutions, And against the Face 
Of Death Sc feircest Dangers, durst with Brave 
And sober pace march on to meet A Grave 
On their Bold Brests about the world they bore thee 
And to the Teeth of Hell stood up to teach thee. 

In Center of their inmost Soules they wore thee, 

Where Rackes Sc Torments striv’d, m vam, to reach thee 
Little, alas, thought They 
Who tore the Fair Brests of thy Freinds, 

Their Fury but made way 
For Thee, And serv’d them in Thy glorious ends 
What did Their weapons but with wider pores 
Inlarge thy flaming-brested Lovers 
More freely to transpire 
That impatient Fire 

The Heart that hides Thee hardly covers. 

What did their Weapons but sett wide the Doores 
For Thee Fair, purple Doores, of love’s devising. 

The Ruby windowes which inrich’t the East 
,Of Thy so oft repeated Rising 
Each wound of Theirs was Thy new Morning, 

And reinthron’d thee in thy Rosy Nest, 

With blush of thine own Blood thy day adorning. 

It was the witt of love oreflowd the Bounds 

Of Wrath, Sc made thee way through All Those wounds. 

Wellcome dear. All- Adored Name ! 
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For sure there is no Knee 
That knowes not Tiiee 
O r if there be such sonns of shame, 

Alas what will they doc 
When stubborn Rocks shall bow 
And Hills hang down their Hca\n saluting Heads 
To seek for humble Beds 
Of Dust, where m the Bashfull shades of night 
Next to their own low Nothing the) may 1), 

And couch before the da7chng light of th) dread majesty 
They that bj Lo\es mild Di£late now 
Will not adore thee, 

Shall Then with Just Confusion, bow 
And break before thee 
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THE 

HYMN 

CHOR US 

C Ome wc shepheards whose blest Sight 

Hath mett love s Noon m Nature s night 
Come lift we up our loftycr Song 
And wake the Sun that lyes too long 

To all our world of well stoln joy 
He slept and dream t of no such thing 
While we found out Heavn s fairer ey 
And Kis t the Cradle of our King 
Tell him He rises now, too late 
To show us ought worth looking at 

Tell him we now can show Him more 
Then He e re show d to mortall Sight 
Then he Himselfe ere saw before 
Which to be seen needcs not His light 
Tell him, Tityrus, where thhast been 
Tell him, Thy[r]s:s, what th hast seen 

'Tiiyrus Gloomy night cmbrac t the Place 
Where The Noble Infant lay 

The Babe lookt up & shewd his Face, 

In spite of Darknes, it was Day 

It was Thy day. Sweet! & did rise 
Not from the East, but from thine Eyes 

Chorus It was Thy day, Sweet 

Thyrs Winter chidde aloud & sent 
The angry North to wage his warres 
The North forgott his feirce Intent, 

And left perfumes m stead of scarres 
By those sweet eye[s ] persuasive powrs 
Where he mean t frost, he scatter d flowrs 

Chorus By those sweet eyes 
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Both. We saw thee in thy baulmy Nest, 

Young dawn of our geternall Day* 

We saw thine eyes break from their Ea[s]t£ 
And chase the trembling shades away 

We saw thee, & we blest the sight, 

We saw thee by thine own sweet light 

Tity. Poor World (said I ) what wilt thou doe 
To entertain this starry Stranger? 

Is this the best thou canst bestow? 

A cold, and not too cleanly, manger? 

Contend, the powres of heav’n & earth 
To fitt a bed for this huge birthe. 

Cho Contend the powers 

Thyiy] Proud world, said I, cease your contest 
And let the Mighty Babe alone. 

The Phaenix builds the Phaenix’ nest 
Lov’s architedlure is his own. 

The Babe whose birth embraves this morn, 

Made his own bed e’re he was born. 

Cho. The Babe whose. 

T/[^]. I saw the curl’d drops, soft & slow, 

Come hovering o’ re the place’s head, 

OfFring their whitest sheets of snow 
To furnish the fair Infant’s bed 

Forbear, said I, be not too bold. 

Your fleece is white But t’ls too cold 

Cho Forbear, sayd I 

'Thyr. I saw the obsequious Seraphims 
Their rosy fleece of fire bestow 

For well they now can spare their wing 
Since Heavn it self lyes here below 

Well done, said I but are you sure 
Your down so warm, will passe for pure? 

Cho Well done sayd I 
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'Ttt No no, your Kings not yet to seeke 
Where to repose his Royall Head 

See see, how soon his new bloom d Cheek. 
Twixt s mother s brests is gone to bed 
Sweet choise, said we* no way but so 
Not to ly cold, jet slep in snow 

Cho Sweet chotse, said we 

Both We saw thee in thy baulmy nest, 
Bnght dawn of our a^ternall Day* 

We saw thine eyes break from thir East 
And chase the trembling shades away 
We saw thee & we blest the sight 
We saw thee, by thine own sweet light 

Cho We saw thee, Lc 


FULL CHORUS 

Wellcome, all Wonders in one sight* 

Eternity shutt m a span 
Sommer in Winter Day m Night 
Heaven in earth, & God m Man 

Great little one* whose all embracing birth 
Lifts earth to heaven, stoopes heav n to earth 

Wellcome Though nor to gold nor silk, 

To more then Ca:sar s birth right is , 

Two sister seas of Virgin Milk, 

With many a rarely temper d kisse 

That brea[t]hes at once both Maid & Mother, 
Warmes in the one, cooles m the other 

Welcome, though not to those gay flyes 
Guilded ith Beames of earthly kings 
Slippery soules m smiling eyes 
But to poor Shepheards, home spun things 

Whose Wealth s their flock whose witt, to be 
Wei! read in their simplicity 
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Yet when young April’s husband showrs 
Shall blesse the fruitfull Maia’s bed 

We’l bring the First-born of her flowrs 
To kisse thy Feet & crown thy Head 

To thee, dread lamb • whose love must keep 
The shepheards, more then they the sheep 
To Thee, meek Majesty • soft King 
Of simple Graces & sweet Loves 
Each of us his lamb will bring 
Each his pair of sjdver Doves, 

Till burnt at last in fire of Thy fair eyes. 
Our selves become our own best Sacrifice. 
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NEW YEAR’S 

DAY 

R ise, thou best & bnghtest morning I 
Rosy with a double Red 
With thine own blush thy cheeks adorning 
And the dear drops this day were shed 

All the purple pride that laces 
The crimson curtains of thy bed, 

Guilds thee not with so sweet graces 
Nor setts thee in so rich a red 

Of all the fair cheek t flowrs that fill thee 
None so fair thy bosom strowes, 

As this modest maiden hlly 
Our sms have shamd into a rose 

Bid thy golden God, the Sun, 

Burnishc m his best beames rise, 

Put all his red cy d Rubies on 
These Rubies shall putt out their eyes 

Let him make poor the purple east, 

Search what the world s close cabinets keep, 
Rob the rich births of each bright nest 
That flaming in their fair beds sleep, 

Let him embrave his own bright tresses 
With a new morning made of gemmes. 

And wear, in those his wealthy dresses, 
Another Day of Diadems 

When he hath done all he may 
To make h/mselfe rich m his rise, 

All will be darknes to the Day 
That breafces from one of these bright eyes 
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And soon this sweet truth shall appear 
Dear Babe, ere many dayes be done, 

The morn shall come to meet thee here. 
And leave her own neglefted Sun. 

Here are Beautyes shall bereave him 
Of all his eastern Paramours. 

His Persian Lovers all shall leave him. 
And swear faith to thy sweeter Powres. 



IN 

THE GLORIOUS 


EPIPHANIE 

OF OUR LORD 

GOD, 

A HYMN 

SUNG AS BY THE 

THREE KINGS 
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(I. KJNGE.) 

B Right Babe • Whose awfull beautycs make 
The morn mcurr a sweet mistake , 

(2 ) For whom the’officious heavns devise 
To dismheritt the sun’s rise, 

(3 ) Delicately to displace 

The Day, & plant it fairer in thy face, 

[1 ] O thou born King of loves, 

[2 ] Of lights, 

[3.] Of joyes f 

(Cho ) Look up, sweet Babe, look up & see 
For love of Thee 
Thus farr from home 
The East is come 
To seek her self m thy sweet Eyes 
(i ) We, who strangely went astray, 

Lost in a bright 
Meridian night, 

(2 ) A Darkenes made of too much day, 

(3.) Becken’d from farr 
By thy fair starr, 

Lo at last have found our way 

(Cho) To Thee, thou Day of night! thou east of west! 
Lo we at last have found the way 
To thee, the world’s great universal east, 

The Generali & indiflrerent Day 

(i ) All-circlmg point All centring sphear 

The world’s one, round, jEternall year. 

(2 ) Whose full & all-unwrmkled face 
Nor sinks nor swells with time or place , 

(3.) But every where & every while 
Is One Consistent solid smile, 

(i.) Not vext & tost 
(2 ) ’Twixt spring & frost, 

(3.) Nor by alternate shredds of light 
Sordidly shifting hands with shades & night 
(Cho ) O little all ! m thy embrace 
The world lyes warm, & likes his place. 
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Nor does his full Globe fail to be 
Kist on Both his cheeks by Thee 
Time IS too narrow for thy Year 
Nor makes the whole World thy half sp[h]ear 
(i ) To Thee, to Thee 
From him we flee 

(2 ) From Him, whom by a more illustrious ly, 

The blindnes of the world did call the eye 
(3 ) To Him, who by These mortall clouds hast made 
Thy self our sun, though thine own shade 
(i ) Farewell, the wo[r]ld s false light 
Farewell, the white 
jEgyptI a long ferewell to thee 
Bright Idol, black Idolatry 
The dire fece of inferior DARkNES, kis t 
And courted in the pompus mask of a more specious mist 
(2 ) Farewell, farewell 
The proud & misplac t gates of hell, 

Pertch c, in the morning s way 
And double guilded as the doores of Day 
The deep hypocrisy of Death & Night 
More desperately aark, Because more bright 

(3 ) Welcome, the worlds sure Way I 
Heavn s wholsom ray 
{Qho ) Wellcome to us and we 
(Sweet) to our selves, m Thee 
(i ) The deathles Heir of all thy Father s day I 
(2 ) Decently Born 

Embosom d in a much more Rosy Morn, 

The Blushes of thy All unblemish t mother 
(3 ) No more that other 
Aurora shall sett ope 
Her ruby casements, or hereafter hope 
From mortall eyes 

To meet Religious welcomes at her rise 
(Cho) We (Pretious ones*) m you have won 
A gentler Morn, a juster sun 
(j ) His superficial! Beames sun burnt our skin, 

(2 ) But left within 

(3 ) The night & winter still of death sin 
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{Q,ho ) Thy softer yet more certaine Darts 
Spare our eyes, but peirce our Harts. 

(i ) Therfore with His proud persian spoilcs 
(2.) We court thy more concerning smiles. 

(3 ) Therfore with his Disgrace 
We guild the humble cheek of this chast place , 

(Cho) And at thy Feet powr forth his Face 
(i ) The doating nations now no more 
Shall any day but Thine adore 
(2 ) Nor (much lesse) shall they leave these eyes 
For cheap .Egyptian Deityes. 

(3 ) In whatsoe’re more Sacred shape 
Of Ram, He-goat, or reverend ape. 

Those beauteous ravishers opprest so sore 
The too-hard-tempted nations 
(i ) Never more 
By wanton heyfer shall be worn 
(2 ) A Garland, or a guilded horn 
The altar-stall’d ox, fatt Osyris now 
With his fair sister cow, 

(3 ) Shall kick the clouds no more, But lean & tame, 

{Cho ) See his horn’d face, & dy for shame 

And Mithra now shall be 'no name 

(i ) No longer shall the immodest lust 

Of Adulterous Godles dust 

(2 ) Fly in the face of heav’n , As if it were 

The poor world’s Fault that he is fair. 

(3 ] with perverse loves & Religious Rapes 

Revenge thy Bountyes m their beauteous shapes , 

And punish Best Things worst , Because they stood 
Guilty of being much for them too Good 
[i ] Proud sons of death* that durst compell 
Heav’n it self to find them hell, 

[2 ] And by strange witt of madnes wrest 
From this world’s East the other’s West 
[3 ] All-Idolizing wormes * that thus could crowd 
And urge Their sun into thy cloud. 

Forcing his sometimes eclips’d face to be 
A long dehquium to the light of thee. 
l^Cho ] Alas with how much heavyer shade 
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The shamefac c lamp hung down his head 
For that one eclipse he made 
Then all those he suffered! 

[i ] For this he look t so bigg ever) morn 
With 1 red face confes t this scorn 
Or hiding his >ext checks in a hird mist 
Kept them from being so unkindly kis’t 
[2 ] It was for this the da) did rise 
So oft with blubber d e)cs 
For this the evening wept, and we nc rc knew 
But call d It dcaw 
[3 ] This dayl) wrong 

Silenc t the morning sons, k. damp t their song 
[Ciifl ] Nor was c our deafnes, but our sins, that thus 
Long made th Harmonious orbes all mute to us 
[1 ] Time has a day in store 
When this so proudly poor 
And self*oppresscd spark, that has so long 
By the love sick world bin made 
Not so much their sun as Shade, 


Weary of this Glorious wrong 
From them L from himself shall flee 
For shelter to the shadow of thj Tree , 

\Che ] Proud to have gainM this prctious losse 
And changd his false crown for thy Crosse 
12 ] That dark Day s clear doom shall define 
Whose IS the Master Fire, which sun should shine 
That sable [j]udgment seat shall b) new lawcs 
Decide &. settle the Great cause 
Of controverted light, 

And naturs wrongs rejo)ce to doe thee Right 
[3 ] That forfeiture of noon to night shall pay 
All the idolatrous thefts done by this night of day, 
And the Great Penitent presse his own pale hpps 
With an elaborate love eclipse 

To which the low w odd s law es 
Shall lend no cause 

] Save those domestick which he borrowes 
From our sms & his own sorrow es 
[i ] Three sad hour[s J sackcloth then shall show to us 
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His penance, as our fault, conspicuous 

[2 ] And he more needfully & nobly prove 

The nation’s terror now then erst their love. 

[3 ] Their hated loves changd into wholsom feares, 
\Qho ] The shutting of his eye shall open Theirs, 

[i ] As by a fair-ey’d fallacy of day 
Miss-ledde before they lost their way. 

So shall they, by the seasonable fright 
Of an unseasonable night. 

Loosing it once again, stumble’on true Light 
[2 ] And as before his too-bright eye 
Was Their more blind idolatry. 

So his officious bhndines now shall be 
Their black, but faithfull perspedlive of thee , 

[3 ] His new prodigious night. 

Their new & admirable light , 

The supernatural! Dawn of Thy pure day. 

While wondrmg they 
(The happy converts now of him 
Whom they compell’d before to be their sm) 

Shall henceforth see 
To kisse him only as their rod 
Whom they so long courted as God, 

\Qho ] And their best use of him they worship’t be 
To learn, of Him at lest, to worship Thee 
[i ] It was their Weaknes woo’d his beauty. 

But it shall be 

Their wisdome now, as well as duty, 

To’injoy his Blott, & as a large black letter 
Use It to spell Thy beautyes better , 

And make the night i[t] self their [t]orch to thee 
[2 ] By the oblique ambush of this close night 
Couch’t m that conscious shade 
The nght-ey’d Areopagite 
Shall with a vigorous guesse invade 
And catche thy quick reflex, and sharply see 
On tins dark Grou[n]d 
To d[e]scant Thee 

[3 ] O prize of the rich Spirit ^ with that feirce chase 
Of this strong soul, shall he 
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Leap at thy lofty Face, 

And s[e]ize the swift Flash, in rebound 
From this oFbjsequious cloud, 

Once call d a sun , 

Till dearly thus undone, 

[Cho ] Till thus tnumphantl) tarn d (o ye two 
Twinne SunnesI) A taught now to negotiate you 
[i ] Thus shall that reverend child of light, 

[2 ] By being scholler first of that new night, 

Come forth Great master of the mjstick day, 

[3 ] And teach obscure Mankind a more close way 

By the frugall negati[v]c light 

Of a most wise A well abused Night 

To read more legible thine ongman Fm, 

rCAtf ] And make our Darknes serve THy day 

Maintaining t wixt thy world & ours 

A commerce of contrary powres, 

A mutual! trade 
Twixt sun A Shade, 

By confederat Btjvck & White 
Borrowing da) A lending night 
h ] Thus we who when with all the noble powres 
That (at thy cost) are calld, not vainly, ours 
Wc vow to make bnve way 
Upwards, A presse on for, the pure intelhgentiall Prey 
[2 J At lest to play 
The amorous Spyes 

And peep A prolTer at thy sparkling Throne , 

[3 ] In stead of bringing m the blissfull Prize 
A nd fastening on Thine ejes, 

Forfeit our own 
And nothing gain 

But more Ambitious losse at lest of brain 
\Cho ] Now by abased liddes shall learn to be 
Eagles , and shutt our eyes that we may see 
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The Close 

Therforc to Thfe & thine Aiispitious ray 
(Dread sweet •) lo thus 
At lest by us, 

The delegated Evr of Day 

Does first his Scepter, then Himsflf in solcmne Tribute pay. 
Thus he undresses 
His sacred unshorn treses , 

At thy adored Ffet, thus, he layes down 
[i ] His gorgeous tire 
Of flame & fire, 

[2 ] His glittering Ronr, [3 ] his sparkling Crown, 

[i.] His Gold, [2] his Mirrh, [3] his Frankincence, 
[C/;o] To which He now has no pretence 
For being show’d by this day’s light, how farr 
He IS from sun enough to make Thy starr, 

His best ambition now, is but to be 
Somthing a brighter Shadow (sweet) of thee. 

Or on heavn’s azure forhead high to stand 
Thy golden index , with a duteous Hand 
Pointing us Home to our own sun 
The world’s & his Hyperion 
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TO THE 

QJJ E E N’ S 

MAJESTY 


ADAME 

*Mongst those long roues of c[rJounc3 that gutld )our race, 
These Ro)all sages sue for decent place 
The day break of the nations, their first raj 
"When the Dark Wqrid daund into Christian Da\ 

And smild i th Uahes bright face, the purpling Bud 
And Rosy daun of the right RojaJl blood, 

Fair first fruits of the Lamb Sure Kivcs in this, 

The) took a kin^om uhilc the) gate a kisse 
But the worlds Homage scarsc in These well blown, 

Wc read in )oti (Rare Queen) npc A. full grown 
For from this day s rich seed of Diadems 
Does rise a radiant croppe of Ro)alle stemms, 

A Golden harvest of crownd heads, that meet 
And crowd for kisses from the Lambs white feet 
In this Illustrious throng, jour loftv floud 
Swells high, fair Confluence of all highborn Bloud* 

With jour bright head whose groscs of scepters bend 
Their wealthy tops , A for these feet contend 
So swore the Lamb s dread fire And so wc sec t 
Crowncs, A the Heads they kissc, must court these Feet 
Fix here, fair Majesty I Ma^ jour Heart nc re misse 
To reap new Crownes A Kingdoms from that kissc 
Nor may wc missc the joy to meet m you 
The aged honors of this day still new 
May the great time, in you, still greater be 
While all the Year is your Epiphany, 

While your each day s devotion duly brings 
Three Kingdomes to supply this days three Kings 
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THE 

H O W R E S 

FOR THE HOUR OF 

M ATINES 


T^he VtTude 

Lord, b) thy Sweet & Savmg Sics, 

Tbt 

Defend us from our foes K Thine 
y Thou shallt open mv lippes, O Lord 

And my mouth shall shew forth thy Pra)sc 
y O God make speed to save me 

g o Lord make hast to help me 
LORY be to the Father, 
and to the Son, 
and to the H Ghost 

As It was in the beginning, is now, &, ever shall be, world 
without end Amen 

THE HYMN 

T He wakeful! Matines hast to sing 
The unknown sorrowrs of our king, 

The Father [s] word & wisdom, made 
Man, for man, by mans bctraid, 

1 he world s price sett to sale, & by the bold 
Merchants of Death h sin, is bought & sold 
Of his Best Freinds (yea of himself) forsaken, 

By his worst foes (because he would) bescig d & taken 
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' The Antiphona 

All hail, fair Tree 
Whose Fruit we be. 

What song shall raise 
Thy seemly praise. 

Who broughtst to light 
Life out of death, Day out of night 

The Fa sick 
Lo, we adore thee. 

Dread Lamb • And bow thus low before thee. 

The Responsor 

’Cause, by the covenant of thy Crosse, 

Thou’hast sav’d at once the whole world’s losse 

The Player 

O Lord Jesu-Christ, son of the living God* interpose, 
I pray thee, thine own pretious death, thy Crosse & 
Passion, betwixt my soul & thy judgment, now Sc in the hour 
of my death. And vouchsafe to graunt unto me thy grace & 
mercy, unto all quick & dead, remission Sc rest, to thy church 
peace Sc concord, to us sinners life Sc glory everlasting Who 
livest and reignest with the Father, in the unity of the Holy 
Ghost, one God, world without end Amen 
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FOR THE HOUR OF 

PRIME 


Tht Verndt 

Lord by thy sweet & saving Sign 
The Responsor 

Defend us from our foes &. thine 
y Thou shalt open 
And my mouth 
y O God make speed 
O Lord make hast 
Glory be to 
As It was in 


THE HYMN 

T He early Prime blushes to say 

She could not rise so soon, as they 
Call d Pilat up to try if He 
Could lend them any cruelty 

Their hands with lashes arm d, their toungs with lyes 
And loathsom spittle blott those beauteous eyes, 

The blissfull springs of joy from whose all cheating Ray 
The fair Starrs fill their wakefull fires the sun himselfe drinks 
Day 

The AnUpbo\n\a 
Vi^onous Sign 
T hat now dost shine, 

Transcribd above 
Into the land of light & love , 
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O let us twine 
Our rootes with thine. 

That we may rise 
Upon thy wings, & reach the skyes. 

V crude 

Lo we adore thee 
Dread Lamb' and fall 

Thus low before thee 

The Responsor. 

’Cause by the Convenant of thy Crosse 
Thou’hast sav’d at once the whole world’s losse. 


The Prayley. 

O L[or]d Jesu-Christsoo of the living [G]od' interpose, 
I pray thee, thine own pretious death, thy Crosse & 
Passion, betwixt my soul & thy judgment, now & m the hour 
of my death And vouchsafe to graunt unto me thy grace & 
mercy, unto all quick & dead, remission & rest, to thy church 
peace & concord, to us sinners life & glory everlasting. Who 
livest and reignest with the Father, m the unity of the Holy 
Ghost, one God, world without end. Amen. 
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THE THIRD 

P^ersicle 

Lord, by thy sweet & saving Sign 
'The Respansar 

Defend us from our foes & thine 
y Thou shalt open 
And my mouth 
y O God make speed 
O Lord make hast 
y Glory be to 

As It was in the 

THE HYMN 

T He Third hours deafen d with the cry 
Of crucify him, crucify 
So goes the vote (nor ask them, Why?) 

Live Barabbasl & let God dy 

But there is witt m wrath, and they will try 

A Hail more cruel! the[n] their cruci^ 

For while in sport he weares a spiteful! crown, 
The serious showres along his decent 
Face run sadly down 
“Tbe Anttphona 
Christ when he dy d 
Deceivd [t]he Crosse 
And on death $ side 
Threw all the Josse 
The captive world awak t, & found 
The prisoners loose, the Ja[yl]or bound 
Tbr FersicU 
Lo we adore thee 
Dread Lamb, & f^I 

thus low before thee 
The Responsor 

Cause by the convenant of thy Crosse 
Thou hast sav d at once the whole worpjd s losse 
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libe Ptayct 

O Lord Jesu-Christ, son of the living God^ interpose, 
I pray thee, thine own pretious death, thy Crosse & 
Passion, betwixt my soul & thy judgment, now & in the hour 
of my death. And vouchsafe to graunt unto me thy grace & 
mercy, unto all quick & dead, remission & rest, to thy church 
peace & concord, to us sinners life & glory everlasting Who 
livest and rei^nest with the Father, in the unity of the Holy 
Ghost, one God, [w]oild without end Amen. 
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THE SIXT 


The ytrstele 

Lord by th) sucet & saving Sign, 

'The Responsor 

Defend us from our foes U thmc 
y Thou shall open 
Rj And my mouth 
y O God make speed 
O Lord make hast 
y Glory be 
As It was m 

THE HIMN 

N Ow IS The noon of sorrows night 
High in his patience, as their spite 
Lo the faint Lamb, with ueary limb 
Beares that huge tree which must bear Him 
That fatall plant, so great of fame 
For fruit of sorrow U of shame, 

Shall swell with both for Him A mix 

All woes into one Crucifix 

Is torturd Thirst, it selfe too sweet a cup? 

Gall, & more bitter mocks, shall make it up 
Are Nailes blunt pens of superficial! smart? 

Contempt & scorn can send sure vrounds to search the inmost 
Heart 

The Anttphona 
O deare & sweet Dispute 
Twixt deaths & Loves fair different Fruit! 

Different as fkrr 
As antidotes A poisons are 

By that first fiitall Tree 
Both life & liberty 
Were sold and slam 

By this they both look up, & live again 
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The stele 
Lo we adore thee 

Dread Lamb^ & bow thus low before thee. 

The Respomor. 

’Cause by the convenant of thy Crosse 
Thou’hast sav’d the world from certain losse. 

The Prayer. 

O Lord Jesu-Christ, son of the living God' interpose, 
I pray thee, thine own prctious death, thy Crosse & 
Passion, betwixt my soul & thy judgment, now & in the hour 
of my death And vouchsafe to graunt unto me thy grace & 
mercy , unto all quick & dead, remission & rest , to thy church 
peace & concord , to us sinners life & glory everlasting Who 
livest and reignest with the Father, m the unity of the Holy 
Ghost, one God, world without end Amen 
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THE NINTH 

’The Ver stele 

Lord by thy sweet saving Sign 
The Respomor 

Defend us from our foes & thine 
y Thou shalt open 
And my mouth 
y O God make speed 
Tl O Lord make hast 
Glory be to 
As It was in 

THE HYMN 

T He ninth with awfull horror hearkened to those groanes 
Which taught attention evn to ro[c]ks & stones 
Hear, Father, hear* thv Lamb (at last) complames 
Of some more painfull tnmg then all his paines 
Then boues his all obedient head, $c dyes 
His own lov s 6c our sin s Great Sacrifice 
The sun saw That And would have seen no more 
The center shook Her uselesse veil th inglorious Temple 
tore 

The Antiphona 
O strange mystenous strife 
Of open Death & hidden Life’ 

When on the crosse my king did bleed, 

Life seem d to d^ , Death dy d indeed 
The Ventcle 
Lo we adore thee 
D[rea]d Lamb’ and fall 

thus low before thee 

The Responsor 

Cause by the convenant of thy Crosse 
Thou hast sav d at once the whole wor[lJd s losse 
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'The Piayet. 

O Lord Jesu-Christ, son of the living God* interpose, 
I pray thee, thine own pretious death, thy Crosse & 
Passion, betwixt my soul & thy judgment, now & in the hour 
of my death And vouchsafe to graunt unto me thy grace & 
mercy, unto all quick & dead, remission & rest, to thy church 
peace & concord , to us sinners life & glory everlasting Who 
livest and reignest with the Father, in the unity of the Holy 
Ghost, one God, world without end. Amen. 
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EVENSONG 

'The Vtrsiele 

Lord, by thy sweet & saving Sign 
'The Responsor 

Defend us from our foes & thine 
y Thou shalt open 
E7 And my mouth 
y O God make speed 
O Lord make hast 
y Glory be to 

As It was in the 

THE HYMN 

B Ut there were Rocks would not relent at This 
Lo, for their own hearts, they rend his 
Their deadly hate lives still , A hath 
A wild reserve of wanton wrath 
Superfluous Spear • But there s k Heart stands by 
Will look no wounds be lost, no deaths shall dy 
Gather now thy Greif s ripe Fruit Great mother maid 1 
Then sitt thee down, & smg thine Ev nsong m the sad 
Trees shade 

The AnUphona 
O sad, sweet Tree’ 

Wofull Sc joyfull we 
Both weep & smg m shade of thee 
When the dear Nailes did lock 
And graft into thy gracious Stock 
The hope the health 
The worth, the wealth 

Of all the ransom d World, thou hadst the power 
(In that propitious Hour) 

To poise each pretious limb. 

And prove how light the World was, when it weighd with 
Him 
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Wide maist thou spred 

Thine Armes, And with thy bright & blisfull head 

O’relook all Libanus Thy lofty crown 

The king himself is, Thou his humble Throne. 

Where yeildmg & yet conquering he 

Proved a new path of patient Vicftory 

When wondnng death by death was slam, 

And our Captivity his Captive ta’ne 

The Ver stele 
Lo we adore thee 

Dread Lamb ' & bow thus low before thee , 

The Responsor 

’Cause by the convenant of thy Crosse 
Thou’hast sav’d the world from certain losse 

The Prayer 

O lord Jesu-Christ, son of the living, &c 
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COMPLINE 

Tht VtrucU 

Lord by sweet &. saving Sign, 
vhe Respomar 

Defend us from our foes L thine 
y Thou shah open 
And my mouth 
y O God make speed 
O Lord make hast 
y Glory be 
As Jt was in 

THE HIMN 

T He Complin hour comes last, to call 
Us to our own Live s funeral! 

Ah hartlesse task * yet hope takes head 
And lives in Him that here I)cs dead 
Run, Mary, run* Bnnc hither all the Blest 
Arabia, for thy Royall Phccnix nest. 

Pour on th) noblest sweets, Which, when they touch 
This sweeter Body, shall indeed be such 
But must thy bed, lord, be a borow d grave 
Who lend St to all things All the Life they have 
O rather use this Heart, thus /arr a fitter Stone, 

Cause, though a hard & cold one, yet it is thine owne 
Amen 

The Anuphona 
O save us then 
Mercyfull King of men* 

Since thou wouldst needs be thus 
A Saviour, & at such i rate, for us. 

Save us, o save us, lord 

We now will own no shorter wish, nor name a narrower word 
Thy blood bids us be bold 
Thy Wounds give us fair hold 
Thy Sorrows chide our shame 
Thy Crosse, thy Nature, & thy name 
Advance our claim 
And cry with one accord 
Save them, o save them, lord 
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THE 

RECOMMENDA'i'ION. 

'' I ''Hese Houres, & that which hover’s o’re my End, 

X Into thy hands, and hart, lord, I, commend 

Take Both to Thine Account, that I & mine 
In that Hour, & m these, may be all thine 

That as I dedicate my devoutest Breath 
To make a kind of Life for my lord’s Death, 

So from his living, & life-givmg Death, 

My dying Life may draw a new, & never fleeting Breath. 


UPON 

THE 

IL SKPUT.CII KR. 

Here where our Lord once lay’d his Head, 
Now the grave lyes Buryed. 
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VEXILLA REGIS, 

THE 

HYMN 

or THE HOLY 

CROSSE 

I 

L Ook up, languisting Soul! Lo where the fair 
Uadc of thy faith cath back th) care, 

And biddcs thee iic re forget 
Th) life IS one long Debt 
Of lo\c to Him, who on this painfull Tree 
Paid back the flesh he took for th(.e 


n 

Lo, how the streames of life, from that full nest 
Of lotcs, thy lords too liberal! brest, 

Flow in an amorous floud 
Of Water wedding Blood 
With these he wash t thy stain, transfer d thy smart, 
And took it home to his own heart 


III 

But though great Love, greedy of such sad gam 
Usurp t the Portion of Tiiv pain, 

And from the nailcs &. spear 
Turnd the steel point of fear, 

Their use is changd, not lost, and now they move 
Not stings of w[rajih, but wounds of love 
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IV. 

Tall Tree of life' thy truth makes good 
What was till now ne’re understood, 

Though the prophetick king 
Struck lowd his faithfull string 
It was thy wood he meant should make the T[hr]one 
For a more then Salomon 

V 

Larg throne of love' Royally spred 
With purple of too Rich a red 

Thy crime is too much duty, 

Thy Burthen, too much beauty, 

Glorious, or Greivous more? thus to make good 
Thy costly excellence with thy King’s own Blood. 

VI 

Even ballance of both worlds ' our world of sin. 

And that of grace heavn way’d m Him, 

Us with our price thou weighed’st. 

Our price for us thou payed’st. 

Soon as the right-hand scale rejoye’t to prove 
How much Death weigh’d more light then love 

VII 

Hail, our alone hope' let thy fur head shoot 
Aloft, and fill the nations with thy noble fruit 
The while our hearts & we 
Thus graft our selves on thee. 

Grow thou & they And be thy fair increase 
The sinner’s pardon & the just man’s peace 

Live, o for ever live & reign 
The Lamb whom his own love hath slain ' 

And let thy lost sheep live to’inhent 
That Kingdom which this Crosse did merit 
Amen 
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TO OUR B LORD 

UPON THE CHOISE OF HIS 

Sepulcher 


How life & death in Thee 
Agree • 

Thou hadst a virgin womb, 
And tomb 

A Joseph did betroth 
Them both 



RICHARD CRASHAW 


CHARITAS 

NIMIA. 

OR 

THE 

DEAR BARGAIN. 

T Ord, what is man ? why should he coste thee 
j So dear ? what had his rum lost thee 
Lord what is man ? that thou hast overbought 
So much a thing of nought 

Love IS too kind, I see , & can 
Make but h. simple merchant man 
’Twas for such sorry merchandise, 

Bold Painters have putt out his Eyes 

Alas, sweet lord, what wer’t to thee 
If there were no such wormes as we ? 

Heav’n ne’re the lesse still heavn would be, 

Should Mankind dwell 
In the deep hell 

What have his woes to doe with thee ? 

Let him goe weep 
O’re his own wounds , 

Seraphims will not sleep 
Nor spheares let fall their faithfull rounds 

Still would The youthfull Spirits sing. 

And still thy spatious Palace ring 
Still would those beauteous ministers of light 
Burn all as bright, 

And bow their flaming heads before thee 
Still thrones & Dominations would adore thee 
Still would those ever-wakefull sons of fire 
Keep warm thy prayse 
Both nights & dayes. 

And teach thy lov’d name to their noble lyre 
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Le[t] frow^ard Dust then its Lind, 

And gi\c It self for sjiort to the proud wind 
Wh) should a pcicc of pcc\ish cla) plead shares 
In the yCtcrnit) of th) old cares? 

Wh) shouldst )ou Ikjw th) aufull Brest to see 
What mine own madnesses have done with me? 

Should not the hing still keepe his throne 
Because some desncnlc lools undone^ 

Or will the worlds Illustrious c)cs 
Weep for ever) worm that d)cs, 

Will the rallant sun 
E re the fosc glonous run? 

Will he hang down hts golden head 
Or ere the sooner seek lus western bed, 
Because some foolish il) 

Growes wanton, ^ will d) ? 

If I were lost m miser). 

What was it to th) licavn thcc^ 

What was it to th) prctious blood 
If m) foul Heart call d for a floud^ 

What if m) faithlcssc soul I 
Would needs fall m 
With guilt sin, 

What did the I amb, that he should d) ? 

What did the lamb, that he should need? 

When the wolf sms, himself to bleed ^ 

If m) base lust. 

Bargain d with Death V well beseeming dust 
Wh) should the white 
Lambs bosom write 
The purple name 
Of m) sin s shame ? 

Why should his unstaind brest make good 
My blushes with his own heart blood? 

O my Saviour, make me see 
How dearly thou hast pa)d for me 
That lost again my Liff may prove 
As then in Death, so now in love 


SANCIA MARIA 

DOT.ORUM 

OR 

THE MO'i'HER 

OF 

SORROWS. 

A 

Patheticall descant upon the 
devout Plainsong 

OF 

SrABAr MATTER 
DOLOROSA, 
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>r 


SANCTA MARIA 

DOLORUM 

I 

I N shade of death s sad Tree 
Stood Doleful) Shee 
Ah She* now by none other 
Name to be known, alas, but Sorrows [MJother 
Before her eyes 

Her s, A. the whole world s joyes, 

Hanging all torn she secs and m his woes 
And Paines, her Pangs A throes 
Each wound of His, from every Part, 

All, more at home m her one heart 

II 

What kind of marble than 

Is that cold mm 

Who can look on & see, 

Nor keep such noble sorrowes company? 

Sure even from you 
(My Flints) some drops are due 
To see so many unkind swords contest 
So fast for one soft Brest 
While with k faithfull, mutual), floud 
Her eyes bleed Teares, his wounds weep Blood 

III 

O costly intercourse 
Of deaths, & worse 
Divided loves While son & mother 
Discourse alternate wounds to one another 
Quick Deaths that grow 
And gather, as they come & goe 
His Nailes write swords in ner, which soon her heart 
Payes back, with more then their own smart, 
Her Swords, still growinfg] with his pain, 

Turn Speares, & straight come home again 


237 



RICHARD CRASHAW 


IV. 

She sees her son, her God, 

Bow with a load 
Of borrowd sins, And swimme 
In woes that were not made for Him 
Ah hard command 
Of love' Here must she stand 
Charg’d to look on, & with A stedfast ey 
See her life dy 

Leaving her only so much Breath 
As serves to keep alive her death. 

V. 

O Mother turtle-dove' 

Soft sourse of love 
That these dry lidds might borrow 
Something from thy full Seas of sorrow' 

O in that brest 
Of thine (the nob[l]est nest 
Both of love’s fires & flouds) might I recline 
This hard, cold. Heart of mine ' 
The chill lump would relent, & prove 
Soft subjeft for the seige of love 

VI 

O teach those wounds to bleed 
In me, me, so to read 
This book of loves, thus writ 
In lines of death, my life may coppy it 
With loyall cares 
O let me, here, claim shares, 

Yeild somthing in thy sad praerogative 

(Great Queen of greifes) & give 
Me too my teares, who, though all stone. 
Think much that thou shouldst mourn alone. 
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VII 

Yea let my life &. me 
Fix here with thee, 

And at the Humble foot 
Of this fair Tree take our cter[n]'in root 
That so we may 
At least be m lo\cs way 

And in these chast warres while the wing d wounds flee 
So fast twixt him A thee, 

My brest may catch the kisse of some kind dart, 
Though as at second hand, from either heart 

VIII 

O jou, your own best Darts 
Dear, dolefull hearts! 

Hail L strike home & make me see 
That wounded bosomes their own weapons be 
Come wounds* come darts* 

Naild hands* peirced hearts* 

Come your whole selves, sorrows great son & mother* 
Nor grudge k yongcr Brother 
Of greifes his portion, who (had all their due) 

One single wound should not have left for you 

IX 

Shall I, sett there 
So deep a share 
(Dear wounds) $c onely now 
In sorrows draw no Dividend with you? 

O be more wise 

I[f] not more soft, mine eyes * 

Flow, tardy founts* & mto decent show res 
Dissolve my Dayes Sc Howres 
And if thou yet (famt soul*) deferr 
To bleed with him, fail not to weep with her 
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X. 

Rich Queen, lend some releife, 

At least an almes of greif 
To’a heart who by sad right of sin 
Could prove the whole summe (too sure) due to him. 
By all those stings 
Of love, sweet bitter things. 

Which these torn hands transcrib’d on thy true heart 
O teach mine too the art 
To study him so, till we mix 
Wounds, and become one crucifix 


XI 

O let me suck the wine 
So long of this chast vine 
Till drunk of the dear wounds, I be 
A lost Thing to the world, as it to me. 

O faithfull freind 
Of me & of my end! 

Fold up my life in love, and lay’t beneath 
My dear lord’s vitall death 

Lo, heart, thy hope’s whole Plea I Her pretious Breath 
Powr’d out in prayrs for thee, thy lord’s m death 
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UPON 

THE 

BLEEDING 

CRUCIFIX 

A 

SONG 

I 

J Esu, no morel It is full tide 
From thy head & from thy feet, 

From thy hands & from thy side 
All the purple Rivers meet 

U 

What need thy fair head bear a part 
In showres, as if thine eyes had none? 

What need They help to drown thy heart, 
That strives in torrents of its own? 

Ill 

Thy restlesse feet now cannot gae 
For us & our eternall good 
As they were ever wont What though? 
They swimme Alas, m their own floud 

IV 

Thy hands to give, thou canst not lift 
Yet will thy hand still giving be 
It gives but 6 It self s the gift 
It gives though bound though bound tis free 
Q 
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V. 


But 6 thy side, thy deep-digg’d side* 
That hath a double Nilus going. 

Nor ever was the pharian tide 
Half so fruitfull, half so flowing 

VI 

No hair so small, but payes his river 
To this red sea of thy blood 
Their little channells can deliver 
Somthing to the Generali floud. 

VII. 

But while I speak, whither are run 
All the rivers nam’d before? 

I counted wrong There is but one, 
But 6 that one is one all ore. 

VIII 

Ram-swoln rivers may rise proud. 
Bent all to drown & overflow 
But when indeed all’s overflow’d 
They themselves are drowned too 


IX. 

This thy blood’s deluge, a dire chance 
Dear Lord to thee, to us is found 
A deluge of Deliverance, 

A deluge least we should be drown’d. 

N’ere wast thou in a sense so sadly true. 
The Well of living Waters, Lord, till now 
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UPON 

THE CROWNE OF THORNS 


TAKEN DOWNE 

From the head of our Bl Lord, 
all Bloody 


K Now 8t thou This, Souldier^ Tis i much changd plant 
which yet 

Thy selfe didst sett 

O who so hard a Husbandman did ever find 
A soile so kind ^ 


Is not the soile a kind one, which returnes 
Roses for Th[or]nes? 



RICHARD CRASHAW 


UPON 

THE BODY OF OUR 

BT., I. OR I), 

NAKED 

AND 

BLOODY. 

'' I ^Hey ’have left thee naked, Lord, O that they had • 
X This garment too I would they had deny’d. 

Thee with thy self they have too richly clad. 

Opening the purple wardrobe in thy side 

O never could there be garment too good 
For thee to wear. But this, of thine own Blood. 
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THE 

HYMN 

OF 

SANITE THOMAS 

IN 

ADORATION OF 

THE 

BLESSED 

SACRAMENT 
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A I) O RO 

TE 

W ith all the powres my poor Heart hath 
Of humble love & loyall Faith, 

Thus lowe (my hidden life *) I bow to thee 
Whom too much love hath bow’d more low for me. 
Down down, proud sense* Discourses dy. 

Keep close, my soul’s inquiring ey * 

Nor touch nor tast must look for more 
But each sitt still in his own Dore 

Your ports are all superfluous here. 

Save That which lets in faith, the eare 
Faith IS my skill Faith can beleive 
As fast as love new lawes can give 
Faith IS my force Faith strength affords 
To keep pace with those powrfull words 
And words more sure, more sweet, then they 
Love could not think, truth could not say 

O let thy wretch find that releife 
Thou didst afford the faithfull theife 
Plead for me, love* Alleage & show 
That faith has farther, here, to goe 
And lesse to lean on Because than 
Though hidd as God, wounds wntt thee man, 
Thomas might touch. None but might see 
At least the suffring side of thee, 

And that too was thy self which thee did cover. 

But here ev’n That’s hid too which hides the other. 

Sweet, consider then, that I 
Though allow’d nor hand nor eye 
To reach at thy lov’d Face, nor can 
Tast thee God, or touch thee Man 
Both yet beleive , And wittnesse thee 
My Lord too & my God, as lowd as He 
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Help, lord, my Hope increase. 

And fill my portion m thy peace 

Give love for life nor let my dayes 

Grow, but in new powres to thy name & praise 

O dear memonall of that Death 
Which lives still, &. allowes us breath • 

Rich, Royall food • BountyfuII Bread • 

Whose use denyes us to the dead , 

Whose vitall gust alone can give 
The same leave both to eat & live , 

Live ever Bread of loves, & be 
My life, my soul, my surer selfe to mee 

O soft self wounding Pelican • 

Whose brest weepes Balm for wounded man 
Ah this way bend thy benign floud 
To a bleeding Heart that gaspes for blood 
That blood, whose least drops soveraign be 
To wash my worlds of sms from me 
Come love • Come Lord • A that long day 
For which I languish, come away 
When this dry soul those eyes shall see, 

And drink the unseal d sourse of thee 
When Glory s sun faiths shades shall chase, 

And for thy veil give me thy Face 

Amen 
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LAUDA SION SALVATOREM. 

THE HYMN 
FOR. 

THE BL. 
SACRAMEN 'i'. 

I 

R ise, Royall Sion ^ rise & sing 

Thy soul’s kind shepheard, thy hart’s King 
Stretch all thy powres , call if thou can 
Harpes of heavn to hands of man 
This soveraign subjedt sitts above 
The best ambition of thy love. 

11 . 

Lo the Bread of Li[f]e, this day’s 
Triumphant Text, provokes thy prayse 
The living & life-giving bread, 

To the great tw^elve distributed 
When Life, himself, at point to dy 
Of love, Avas his own Legacy. 

Ill 

Come, love I & let us work a song 
Lowd & pleasant, sweet & long , 

Let lippes & Hearts lift high the noise 
Of so just & solemn joyes, 

Which on his white browes this bright day 
Shall hence for ever bear away. 

IV 

Lo the new Law of a new Lord 
With a new Lamb blesses the Board 
The aged Pascha pleads not yeares 
But spyes love’s dawn, & disappeares 
Types yeild to Truthes, shades shrink away, 
And their Night dyes into our Day. 
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V 

But lest That dy too, \\e are bid 
Ever to doe what he once did 
And by \ mindfull, mystick breath 
That wc may live, revive his Death, 

With a well blest bread A wine 
Transsum d, A taught to turn divine 

VI 

The Heavn instrufted house of Faith 

Here a holy Di£late hath 

That they but lend their Form A face, 

Themselves with reverence leave their place 
Nature, &. name, to be made good 
By a nobler Bread, more necdiull Blood 

VII 

Where natures lawes no leave will give, 

Bold Faith takes heart, A dares belcive 
In different species, name not things, 

Himself to me my Samour brings, 

As meat m That, as Drink in this , 

But still in Both one Christ he is 

VIII 

The Receiving Mouth here makes 
Non wound nor breach in what he takes 
Let one, or one Thousand be 
Here Dividers, single he 
Beares home no Icssc, all they no more, 

Nor leave they both Icssc then before 

IX 

Though in it self this Soverain Feast 
Be all the same to every Guest, 

Yet on the same (life meaning) Bread 
The child of Death eates himself Dead 
Nor IS t love s fault, but sin s dire skill 
That thus from Lifc can Death distill 
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X. 

When the blest signcs thou broke shall see. 
Hold but thy Faith intirc as he 
Who, howsoc’rt clad, cannot come 
Lcsse then whole Christ in every crumme. 

In broken formes a stable Faiih 
U ntouch’t her pretious Totail hath. 

XL 

Lo the life-food of ANGrn.5 then 
Bow’d to the lowly mouths of men • 

The children’s Bar ad, the Bridegroom’s Winf. 
Not to be cast to dogges, or swine 

XII 

Lo, the full, fmall, SACRi[r]iCF 
On which all figures fix’t their eyes 
The ransom’d Isack, & his ramme , 

The Manna, & the Paschal Lamb. 

XIII. 

Jesu Master, Just & true' 

Our Food, & faithfull Shfphard too' 

O by thy self vouchsafe to keep. 

As with thy selfe thou feed’st thy Sheep. 

XIV. 

O let that love which thus makes thee 
Mix with our low Mortality, 

Lift our lean Soules, & sett us up 
Conviftors of thine own full cup, 

Coheirs of Saints That so all may 
Drink the same wine, and the same Way 
Nor chang the Pasture, but the Place, 

To feed of Thee in thine own Face. 

Amen. 
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THE 

HYMN 

OF THE 

CHURCH, 

IN MEDITATION OF 

THE DAY OF 

JUDGMENT 

I 

H Ears t thou, my soul, with serious things 
Both the Psalm and syb)Il smp 
Of a sure judge, from whose sharp Ray 
The world in flames shall fly away 

11 

O that fire • before whose face 
Heavn & earth shall find no place 
O those eyes • whose angry light 
Must be tne day of that dread Night 

III 

O that trump * whose blast shall r[u]n 
An even round with the circling Sun 
And urge the murmuring graves to bring 
Pale mankind forth to meet his king 

IV 

Horror of nature, hell & Death 1 
When a deep Groan from beneath 
Shall cry we come, we come Sc all 
The caves of night answer one call 
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V. 

O that Book* whose leaves so bright 
Will sett the world in severe light 
O that Judge • whose hand, whose eye 
None can indurc , yet none can fly 

VI. 

Ah then, poor soul, what wilt thou say? 
And to what Patron chuse to pray? 

When starres themselves shall stagger, and 
The most firm foot no more then stand. 

VII 

But thou giv’st leave (dread Lord) that we 
Take shelter from thy self, m thee, 

And with the wings of thine own dove 
Fly to thy scepter of soft love. 

VIII 

Dear, remember in that Day 
Who was the cause thou cams’t this way 
Thy sheep was stray’d. And thou wouldst be 
Even lost thy self in seeking me. 

IX 

Shall all that labour, all that cost 
Of love, and ev’n that losse, be lost? 

And this lov’d soul, judg’d worth no lessc 
Then all that way, and wearynesse? 

X. 

Just mercy then, thy Reckning be 
With my price, & not with me 
’Twas pay’d at first with too much pain. 

To be pay’d twice, or once, m vain 

XI 

Mercy (my judge) mercy I cry 
With blushing Cheek & bleeding ey, 

The conscious colors of my sm 
Are red without & pale within 


252 



CARMEN DEO NOSTRO 

XII 

O let thjne own soft bowclls pav 
Thy self, And so discharge that aaj 
If sm can sigh, love can forgive 
O say the word my Soul shall live 

XIII 

Those merc)es which thy Mary found 
Or who thy crosse confest A crown d, 

Hope tells my heart, the same loves be 
Still alive , and still for me 

XIV 

Though both my Prayres tcares combine, 
Both worthlesse are For they are mine 
But thou thy bounteous self still be 
And show tnou art, by saving me 

XV 

O when thy last Frown shall proclaim 
The flocks of goates to folds of flame. 

And al! thy lost sheep found shall be, 

Let come ye blessed then call me 

XVI 

When the dread Ite shall divide 
Those Limbs of death from thy left side, 

Let those life speaking hpps command 
That I inheritt thy right hand 

XVII 

O hear a suppliant heart , all crush t 
And crumbled into contnte dust 
My hope, my fear ^ my Judge my Freind^ 
Take charge of me, & of my End 
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THE 

HIMN 

0 GT.ORIOSA DOM IN A. 

n Ailj most high, most humble oneJ 
Above the world, below thy Son 
Whose blush the moon beauteously marres 
And stames the timerous light of stares 
He that made all things, had not done 
Till he had made Himself thy son 
The whole world’s host would be thy guest 
And board himself at thy rich Brest 
O boundles Hospitality' 

The Feast of all thing feeds on the[e] 

The first Eve, mother of our Fall, 

E’re she bore any one, slew all 
Of Her unkind gift might we have 
The inheritance of a hasty Grave , 

Quick burye’d in the wanton Tomb 
Of one forbidden bitt , 

Had not k Better Fruit forbidden it 
Had not thy healthfull womb 
The world’s new eastern window bin 
And given us heav’n again, in giving Him 
Thine was the Rosy Dawn that sprung the Day 
Which renders all the starres she stole away. 

Let then the Aged world be wise, & all 
Prove nobly, here, unnaturall 
’Tis gratitude to forgett that other 
And call the maiden Eve their mo[t]her. 

Yee redeem’d Nations farr & near. 

Applaud your happy selves in her, 

(All you to whom this love belongs) 

And keep’t alive with lasting songs. 
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Let hearts & Iippcs speak lowd, and say 
Hail, door of life & soursc of day! 

The door was shutt, the fountain seald, 

Yet Light was seen & Life re\eald 
The fountain scald, }et life found waj 
Glory to thee, great Mrgin's son 
In bosom of thy Father s blisse 
The same to thee, sweet Spirit be done, 
As ever shall be, was, is 



RICHARD CRASHAW 

IN THE 

GLORIOUS 

ASSUMP'l'ION 

OF 

OUR BLESSED 

LADY. 

THE HYMN 

n Ark' she is call’d, the parting houre is come 

Take thy Farewell, poor world' heavn must goe home 
A peice of heav’nly earth. Purer & brighter 
Then the chast starres, whose choise lamps come to light her 
While through the crystall orbes, cleaier then they 
She climbes , and makes a farre more milkey way 
She’s calld Hark, how the dear immortall dove 
Sighes to his sylver mate rise up, my love ' 

Rise up, my fair, my spottlesse one • 

The winter’s past, the ram is gone 
The spring is come, the flowrs appear 
No sweets, but thou, are wanting here 
Come away, my love ' 

Come away, my dove ' cast off delay, 

The court of heav’n is come 

To wait upon thee home , Come come away ' 

The flowrs appear 

Or quickly would, wert thou once here 
The spring is come, or if it stay, 

’Tis to keep time with thy delay 
The ram is gone, except so much as we 
Detain m needfull teares to weep the want of thee 
The winter’s past, 
or if he make lesse hast, 

His answer is, why she does so 
If sommer come not, how can winter goe. 

Come away, come away 

The shrill winds chide, the waters weep thy stay, 
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The fountams murmur & each loftyest [t]ree, 
Bowes low St his heavy top, to look for thee 
Come aw^y, my love 
Come awray, my dove &c 
She s call d again And will she goe ^ 

When heavn bidds come, who can say no ? 

Heavn calls her, & she must away 
Heavn will not, & she cannot stay 
Goe then goe Glorious 

On the golden wings 
Of the bright youth of heavn, that sings 
Under so sweet a Burthen Goe, 

Since thy dread son will have it so 
And while thou goest, our song & we 
Will, as we may, reach after thee 
Hail, holy Queen of humble hearts * 

We in thy prayse will have our parts 
Thy pretious name shall be 
Thy self to us Sc we 
With holy care will keep it by us 
We to the last 
Will hold It fast 

And no Assumption shall deny us 
All the sweetest showres 
Of our fairest flowres 
Will we strow upon it 
Though our sweets cannot make 
It sweeter, they can take 
Themselves new sweetnes from it 
Maria men A Angels sing 
Maria, mother of our King 

Live rosy princesse. Live And may the bright 
Crown of a most incomparable light 
Embrace thy radiant browes O may the best 
Of everlasting joyes bath thy white brest 
Live, our chast love the holy mirth 
Of heavn the humble pnde of earth 
Live, c[r]own of woemen Queen of men 
Live mistresse of our song And when 
Our weak desires have done their [b]est, 

Sweet Angels come, and sing the rest 
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S A N I T E 

MARY 

M A G D A T. K N K 

O R 

THE WEEPER. 

Loe where a Wounded Heart with Bleeding Eyes conspire. 
Is she a Flaming Fountain, or a Weeping fire* 
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THE 

WEEPER 

I 

H Ail, sister springs ^ 

Parents of sylver footed nils * 

Ever bubling things • 

Thawing crystall • snowy hills, 

Still spending, never spent I I mean 
Thy fair eyes, sweet MagdaleweI 

11 

Heavens thy fair eyes be 
Heavens of ever falling starres 
Tis seed time still with thee 
And starres thou sow st, whose harvest dares 
Promise the earth to counter shine 
Whatever makes heavn s forhead fine 

III 

But we are deceived all 
Starres indeed they are too true 
For they but seem to fall, 

As Heavn s other spangles doe 
It is not for our earth & us 
To shine m Things so pretious 

IV 

Upwards thou dost weep 
Heavn s bosome dnnlcs the gentle stream 
Where th milky nvers creep 
Thine floates above & is the cream 
Waters above th Heavns, what they be 
We are taught best by thy Teares ^ thee 
R 2 
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V 

Every morn from hence 
A brisk Cherub somthmg sippes 
Whose sacred influence 
Addes sweetnes to his sweetest Lippes. 
Then to his musick. And his song 
Tasts of this Breakfast all day long. 

VI. 

Not in the evening’s eyes 
When they Red with weeping are 
For the Sun that dyes, 

Sitts sorrow with a face so fair, 

No where but here did ever meet 
Sweetnesse so sad, sadnesse so sweet 

VII 

When sorrow would be seen 
In her brightest majesty 
(For she is a Queen) 

Then is she drest by none but thee. 
Then, & only then, she weares 
Her proudest pearles , I mean, thy Teares. 

VIII 

The deaw no more will weep 
The prim rose’s pale cheek to deck. 
The deaw no more will sleep 
Nuzzel’d m the lilly’s neck, 

Much reather would it be thy Tear, 

And leave them Both to tremble here 

IX. 

There’s no need at all 
That the balsom-sweatmg bough 
So coyly should let fall 
His med’cinable teares, for now 
Nature hath learn ’t to’extradb a deaw 
More soveraign & sweet from you. 
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X 

Yet let the poore drops weep 
(Weeping IS the case of woe) 

Softly let them creep, 

Sad that they are \anquish t so 
They, though to others no rclcifc, 

Balsom ma)be, for their own grcife 

XI 

Such the maiden gemme 
B) the purpling vine put on, 

Peeps from her parent stemme 
And blushes at the bndegroomes sun 
This watr) Blossom of thy eyn, 

Ripe, will make the richer wine 

XII 

When some new bright Guest 
Takes up among the starres a room, 
And Heavn will make a feast, 
Angels with crystall violls come 
And deaw from these full eyes of thme 
Their masters Water their own Wine 

XIII 

Golden though he be, 

Golden Tagus murmures tbo 
Were his way by thee. 

Content A quiet he would goe 
So much more rich would he esteem 
Thy sylver, then his golden stream 

XIV 

Well does the May that lyes 
Smiling m thy cheeks, confesse 
The April m thine eyes 
Mutual! sweetnesse they expresse 
No Apnl ere lent kinder showres, 

Nor May return d more feithfull flowres 
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XV. 

O c[h]eeks * Bedds of chast loves 
By your own showres seasonably dash’t 
Eyes I nests of milky doves 
In your own wells decently washt. 

O wit of love I that thus could place 
Fountain & Gaiden in one face. 

[XVL] 

O sweet Contest, of woes 

With loves, of teares with smiles disputing 

O fair, & Freindly Foes, 

Each other kissing & confuting' 

While rain & sunshine, Cheekes & Eyes 
Close m kind contrarietyes 

XVII. 

But can these fair Flouds be 

Freinds with the bosom fires that fill you' 

Can so great flames agree 

.lEternall Teares should thus distill thee' 

O flouds, o fires ' o suns 6 showres ' 

Mixt & made freinds by love’s sweet powres. 

XVIII 

Twas his well-pointed dait 
That digg’d these wells, & drest this wine 
And taught the wounded Heart 
The way into these weeping Eyn 
Vain loves avant' bold hands forbear' 

The lamb hath dipp’t his white foot here 

XIX. 

And now where’re he strayes. 

Among the Galilean mountaines. 

Or moie unwellcome wayes, 

He’s follow’d by two faithfull fountaines , 
Two walking baths, two weeping motions, 
Portable, & compendious oceans 
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XX 

O Thou, thy lord s fair store ^ 

In th) so nch & rare expenses, 

Even when he show d most poor, 

He might provoke the A\ealth of Princes 
What Pnnee s wanton st pride e re could 
Wash with Sylver, wipe with Gold 

XXJ 

Who IS that King, but he 

Who calls t his Crown to be call d thine, 

That thus can boast to be 

Waited on by a wandnng mine, 

A voluntary mint, that strowes 
Warm sylver shourcs where re he goes 1 

XXII 

O pretious ProdigalH 

Fair spend thrift of thv self* thy measure 
(Mercilcsse love!) is all 
Even to the last Pearlc in thy threasure 
All places, Times, & objcdls be 
Thy teares sweet opportunity 

XXIII 

Does the day-starre risc^ 

Still thy starres doe fail & fall, 

Does day close his eyes? 

Still the Fountain weeps for all 
Let night or day doe what they will, 

Thou hast thy task thou weepest still 

XXIV 

Does thy song lull the air? 

Thy falling teares keep faithful! time 
Does thv sweet breath d paire 
Up in clouds of incense climb? 

Still at each sigh, that is, each stop. 
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XXV. 

At these thy weeping gates, 

(Watching their watry motion) 

Each winged moment waits, 

Takes his Tfar, & gets him gone 
By thine Ey’s tinct enobled thus 
Time layes him up, he’s prctious 

XXVI 

Not, so long she lived, 

Shall thy tomb icport of thee, 

But, so long she grcivcd, 

Thus must we date thy memory 
Others by moments, months. Si ycares 
Measure their ages , thou, by Teares 

XXVII. 

So doe perfumes expire 

So sigh tormented sweets, opprest 

With proud unpittying fires. 

Such Teares the sufFnng Rose that’s ve\t 
With ungentle flames docs shed, 

Sweating in a too warm bed 

XXVIII 

Say, the bright brothers, 

The fugitive sons of those fair Eyes 
Your fruitfull mothers ' 

What make you here? what hopes can tice 
You to be born? what cause can borrow 
You from Those nests of noble soirow? 

XXIX 

Whither away so fast? 

For sure the sordid earth 

Your Sweetnes cannot tast 

Nor does the dust deserve their birth. 

Sweet, whither hast you then ? o say 
Why you trip so fast away? 
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XXX 

We goe not to seek, 

The darlings of Auroras bed, 

The rose s modest Cheek 
Nor the violet s humble head 
Though the Feild s eyes too Weepers be 
Because they want such Teares ts we 

XXXI 

Much lesse mean we to trace 
The Fortune of inferior gcmmes, 
Preferr d to some proud face 
Or pertch t upon fear d Diddems 
Crown d Heads are toyes We goe to meet 
A worthy obje£I, our lord s Feet 
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A HYMN 

TO 

THE NAME AND HONOR 

OF 

THE ADMIRABLE 

s A N rr E 

V K R K S A, 

FOUNDRESSE 

of the Reformation of the Discalced 
Carmelites, both 
men & Women ; 

A 

WOMAN 

for Angelicall heig[ht] of speculation, for 
Masculine courage of performance, 
more then a woman. 

WHO 

Yet a child, out ran maturity, and 
durst plott a Martyrdome ; 
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THE 

H Y M N E 

L Ovc, thou art Absolute sole lord 

Of Liff a. Dfath To prose the word, 
Wee 1 now appeal to none of all 
Those th) old Souldicrs, Great tall. 

Ripe Men of Mart)rdom, that could reach down 
With strong arnies, their triumphant crown, 

Such as could with lusty breath 
Speak lowd into the face of death 
Their Great Lords glorious name, to none 
Of those whose spatious Bosomes spread a throne 
For Lo\e at larg to fill, spare Wool sweat, 
And see him take a pruatc seat. 

Making hts mansion in the mild 
And milk\ soul of n soft child 

Scarsc has she learn t to lisp the name 
Of Martyr }ct she thinks it shame 
Life should so long play ssith that breath 
Which spent can buj so bra\c a death 
She never undertook to know 
What death with Jove should have to doc. 

Nor has she ere jet understood 

Why to show love she should shed blood 

Yet though she cannot tell you why. 

She can Love, ^ she can Dy 

Scarse has she Blood enough to make 
A guilty sword blush for her sake 
Yet has shea Heart dares hope to prove 
How much lesse strong is Dfatii then Love 
Be love but there Jet poor six ycares 
Be pos d with the maturcst Fcarcs 
Man trembles at, you st[r]aight shall find 
Love knowes no nonage, nor the Mind 
’Tis Lovf, not Yeares or Limbs that can 
Make the Martyr, or the man 
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Love touch’t her Heart, & lo it beates 
High, & burnes with such brave heates , 

Such thirsts to dy, as dares drink up, 

A thousand cold deaths in one cup 
Good reason Foi she breathes All fire 
Her [weake] brest heaves with strong desire 
Of what she may with fruitles wishes 
Seek for amongst her Mother’s [Kisses] 

Since ’tis not to be had at home 
She’l travail to a Mar[t]yidom 
No home for hers confesses she 
But where she may Adartyr be 

She’l to the Moores , And trade with them. 
For this unvalued Diadem 
She’l ofFei them her dearest Breath, 

With Christ’s Name m’t, in change for death 
She’l bargain with them , & will give 
Them God , teach them how to live 
In him or, if they this deny. 

For him she’l teach them how to D^i 
So shall she leave amongst them sown 
Her Lord’s Blood, or at lest her own 
Farewel then, all the world' Adieu 
Teresa is no more for you 
Farewell, all pleasures, sports, & joyes, 

(Never till now esteemed toyes) 

[Farewell what ever deare may be,] 

Mother’s armes or Father’s knee 
Farewell house, & farewell home ' 

She’s for the Moores, & Martyrdom 
Sweet, not so fast ' lo thy fair Spouse 
Whom thou seekst with so swift vowes. 

Calls thee back, & bidds thee come 
T’embrace a milder Martyrdom 
Blest powres forbid. Thy tender life 
Should bleed upon a barborous knife , 

Or some base hand have power to race 
Thy Brest’s chast cabinet, & uncase 
A soul kept there so sweet, 6 no, 

Wise heavn will never have it so 
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Thou art loves viilime & must dy 
A death more mysticall & high 
Into love s armes thou shalt let fall 
A till surviving funerall 
His IS the Dart must make the Death 
Whose stroke shall tast thy hallow d breath 
A Dart thrice dip t in that rich flame 
Which writes thy spouse s radiant Name 
Upon the roof of Heav n where ay 
It shines, &. with a soveraign ray 
Beates bright upon the burning faces 
Of soules which m that name s sweet graces 
Find everlasting smiles So rare, 

So spirituall, pure, & fair 
Must be th immortall instrument 
Upon whose choice point shall be sent 
A life so lov d And that there be 
Fitt executioners for Thee, 

The fair st first born sons of fire 
Blest Seraphim, shall leave their quire 
And turn loves souldiers, upon Thee 
To exercise their archerie 

O how oft shalt thou complain 
Of a sweet & subtle Pain 
Of intolerable Joyes 
Of a Death, in which who dyes 
Loves his death, and dyes again 
And would for ever so be slam 
And lives & dyes and knowes not why 
To hve, But that he thns never leave to Dy 
How kindly will thy gentle Heart 
Kisse the swee[t]ly killing Dart* 

And close m his embraces keep 
Those delicious Wounds, that weep 
Balsom to heal themselves with 1 hus 
When These thy Deaths so numerous, 

Shall all at last dy into one, 

And melt thy Soul s sweet mansion 
Like a soft lump of incense, hasted 
By too hott a fire, & wasted 
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Into perfuming cloud'-, so f.rt 
Shalt thou exhale to Ileun nt la'^t 
In a resolving Su.ti, and then 
O what f Ash not the 'ronguei oi men. 

Angells cannot tell, suflice. 

Thy sclfe ‘-hall feel thine own full jo\c'. 

And hold them fast fur e\er there 
So soon as you first appear, 

The Moon of maiden starr‘., tin vshite 
MisiRissi, attended In such bright 
Soules as thy shining st.lf^ shall eomc 
And in her first rankes mike thee room, 

Where ’mongst her snoW) famih 
Immortall v ell comes wait for tiiee 

O what delight, when re veil’d 'hdl stand 

And teach thy hpps hea\’n with his hand, 

On which thou now maist to th) wishes 
Heap up thy consecrated kisses 
What joyes shall sei/e th) soul, when she 
Bending her blessed enis on thee 
(Those second Smiles of Hea\’n) shall dart 
Her mild rayes through thy melting heart* 

Angels, thy old freinds, there shall greet thee 
Glad at their owm home now to meet thee 
All thy good ^Vorkfs w'hich wxnt before 
And waited for thee, at the door, 

Shall own thee there, and all in one 
Weave a constellation 

Of Crowns, with which the ICtNc. thy spouse 
Shall build up thy triumphant brow'cs. 

All thy old woes shall now' smile on thee 
And thy panics sitt bright upon thee 
All thy SurrRiNGS be divine 
Tearls shall take comfort, & turn gemms 
And Wrongs repent to Diademms 
Ev’n thy Death shall live , & new 
Dresse the soul that erst they slew 
Thy wounds shall blush to such bright scarres 
As keep account of the Lamb’s warres 

Those rare Workes where thou shalt leave w'ritt 
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Loves noble history, with witt 
Taught thee by none but him, while here 
They feed our soules, shall cloth Thine there 
Each heavnly word by whose hid flame 
Our hard Hearts shall strike fire, the same 
Shall flourish on thy browes, L be 
Both fire to us & flame to thee 
Whose light shall live bright m th) Face 
By glory, in our hearts by grace 
Thou shalt look round about, & see 
Thousands of crown d Soules throng to be 
Themselves thy crown Sons of thy vowes 
The virgin-births with which thy soveraign spouse 
Made fruitfull thy fair soul, goe now 
And with them all about thee bou 
To Him, put on (heel say) put on 
(My rosy love) That thy rich zone 
Sparkling with the sacred flames 
Of thousand soules, whose happy names 
Heav n keep upon thy score (Thy bright 
Life brought them first to kisse the light 
That kindled them to starts ) and so 
Thou with the Lamb, thy lord, shalt goe , 

And whereso ere he setts his white 
Stepps walk with Him those wayes of light 
Which who in death would live to see. 

Must learn in life to dy like thee 
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A N 

APOLOGIK 

FOR 

THE FORE-GOING HYM[NE] 

as having been writt when the au- 
thor was yet among the 
protestantes. 

I ^Hus have I back again to thy bright name 
JL (Fair floud of holy fires •) transfus’d the flame 
I took from reading thee, tis to thy wrong 
I know, that in my weak & worthlesse song 
Thou here art sett to shine where thy full day 
Scarse dawnes O pardon if I dare to say 
Thine own dear bookes are guilty For from thence 
I learn’t to know that love is eloquence 
That hopefull maxime gave me hart to try 
If, what to other tongues is tun’d so high, 

Thy praise might not speak English too , forbid 
(By all thy mysteryes that here ly hidde) 

Forbid It, mighty Love • let no fond Hate 
Of names & wordes, so farr prsejudicate. 

Souls are not Spaniards too, one freindly floud 
Of Baptism blends them all into a blood 
Christ’s faith makes but one body of all soules 
A[n]d love’s that body’s soul, no law controwlls 
Our free traffique for heav’n we may maintame 
Peace, sure, with piety, though it come from Spain 
What soul so e’re, m any language, can 
Speak heav’n like her’s is my souls country-man. 
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O tis not Spanish, but tis heav n she speaks I 
Tis heav n that lyes in ambush there, &, breaks 
From thence into the wondring readers brest 
"Who feels his warm Heart into a nest 
Of little Eagles & young loves, whose high 
Flights scorn the lazy dust, & things that dy 
There are now, whose draughts (as deep as hell) 
Drink up al Spain in sack Let my soul swell 
With thee, strong wine of lovc^ let others swimme 
In puddles , we will pledge this Seraphim 
Bowles full of ncher blood then blush of grape 
Was ever guilty of, Change we too our shape 
(My soul,) Some drink from men to beasts, o then 
Drink we till we prove more, not lesse, then men. 
And turn not beasts, but Angels Let the king 
Me ever into these his cellars bring 
Where flowes such wine as wc can have of none 
But Him who trod the wine presse all alone 
Wine of youth, life, & the sweet Deaths of love , 
Wine of immoitall mixture which can prove 
Its Tincture from the rosy ne^lar wine 
That can exalt weak Earth A so refine 
Our dust, that at one draught, mortality 
May drink it self up, and forget to dy 


273 



RICHARD CRASHAW 


THE 

FLAMING HEART 

UPON THE BOOK AND 
Piflure of the seraph icall saint 

K R F. S A, 

(AS SHE IS USUALLY EX- 
pressed with a Seraphim 
b[e]side her.) 

W Ell meaning readers • you that come as fremds 
And catch the prctious name this pcice pretends, 
Make not too much hast to’ admire 
That fair-check’t fallacy of fire 
That IS a Seraphim, they say 
And this the great Teresia 
Readers, be rul’d by me , & make 
Here a well-plac’t & wise mistake 
You must transpose the pifture quite. 

And spell it wrong to read it right , 

Read Him for her, & her for him , 

And call the Saint the Seraphim 
Painter, what didst thou understand 
To put her dart into his hand' 

See, even the yeares & size of him 
Showes this the mother Seraphim 
This IS the mistresse flame , & duteous he 
Her happy fire- works, here, comes down to see 
O most poor-spirited of men ' 

Had thy cold Pencil kist her Pen 
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Thou couldst not so unkindly err 
To show us This faint shade for Her 
Why man, this speakes pure roortall frame , 

And mockes with female Frost loves manly flame 

One would suspeft thou meant st to print 

Some weak, inferiour, woman saint 

But had thy pale-fac t purple took 

Fire from the burning cheeks of that bright Booke 

Thou wouldst on her have heap t up all 

That could be found Seraphicall , 

What e re this youth of fire weares feir. 

Rosy fingers, radiant hair, 

Glowing cheek, & glistenng wings. 

All those foir A flagrant things, 

But before all, that fiery Dart 
Had fill d the Hand of this great Heart 
Doe then as equall right requires. 

Since His the blushes be & hers the fires, 

Resume & reilify thy rude design 
Undresse thy Seraphim into Mine 
Redeem this injury of thy art 
Give Him the vail, give her the dart 
Give Him the vail that he may cover 
The Red cheeks of a rivall d lover 
Asham d that our world, now, can show 
Nests of new Seraphims here below 
Give her the Dart for it is she 
(Fair youth) shootes both thy shaft & Thee 
Say, all ye wise & well peirc t hearts 
That live & dy amidst her darts 
What is t your tastfull spirits doe prove 
In that rare life of Her, and love ? 

Say & bear wittnes Sends she not 
A Seraphim at every shott ? 

What magazins of immortall Armes there shine* 
Heavn s great artillery m each love spun line 
Give then the dart to her who gives the flame 
Give him the veil, who gives the shame 
But if It be the frequent fate 
Of worst foults to be fortunate 
S 2 
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If all’s prsescnption , & proud wrong 
Hearkens not to an humble song , 

For all the gallantry of him. 

Give me the sufF[r]ing Seraphim. 

His be the bravery of all those Bright things 
The glowing cheekes, the glistering wings , 

The Rosy hand, the radiant Dart , 

Leave Her alone The Flaming Heart 
Leave her that , and thou shalt leave her 
Not one loose shaft but love’s whole quiver 
For in love’s feild was never found 
A nobler weapon then a Wound 
Love’s passives are his adliv’st part. 

The wounded is the wounding heart 

O Heart I the sequall poise of love’s both parts 

Bigge alike with wound & darts 

Live in these conquering leaves , live all the same , 

And walk through all tongues one triumphant Flame. 

Live here, great Heart , & love and dy & kill , 

And bleed & wound , and yeild & conquer still 
Let this immortall life wherere it comes 
Walk m a crowd of loves & Martyrdomes 
Let mystick Deaths wait on’t , & wise soules be 
The love-slain wittnesses of this life of thee 
O sweet incendiary ' shew here thy art. 

Upon this carcasse of a hard, cold, hart. 

Let all thy scatter’d shafts of light, that play 
Among the leaves of thy larg Books of day. 

Combin’d against this Brest at once break in 
And take away from me my self & sin, 

This gratious Robbery shall thy bounty be , 

And my best fortunes such fair spoiles of me. 

O thou undanted daughter of desires I 
By all thy dowr of Lights & Fires , 

By all the eagle in thee, all the dove, 

By all thy lives & deaths of love , 

By thy larg draughts of intelleftuall day. 

And by thy th[ir]sts of love more large then they , 

By all thy brim-fill’d Bowles of feirce desire 
By thy last Morning’s draught of liquid fire , 
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^ the full kingdome of that finall kisse 
That seiz d thy parting Soul, &. seal d thee his , 
^ all the heav ns thou hast in him 
(Fair sister of the Seraphim •) 

By all of Him we have in Thee, 

Leave nothing of my Self in me 
Let me so read thy life, that I 
Unto all life of mine may dy 


A SONG 


L Ord, when the sense of th) sweet g[r]acc 
Sends up my soul to seek thy face 
Thy blessed c)cs breed such desire, 

1 dy m loves delicious Fire 
O love, I am thy Sacrifice 
Be still triumphant, blessed eyes 
Still shine on me, fair suns^ that I 
Still may behold, though still I dy 
Second part 

Though still I dy, I live again , 

Still longing so to be still slam. 

So gainfull is such losse of breath 
I dy even in desire of death 
Still live m me this loving strife 
Of living Death L dying Life 
For while thou sweetly slayest me 
Dead to my selfe, I live in Thee 
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P R A Y K, R. 

AN ODE, WHICH WAS 
Prefixed to a little Prayer-book 
giv[e]n to a young 

GENTLE-WOMAN. 

T O here a little volume, but great Book • 
y A nest of new-born sweets , 

Whose native fires disdaining 
To ly thus folded, & complaining 
Of these ignoble sheets, 

AfFedl: more comly bands 
(Fair one) from the kind hands 
And confidently look 
To find the rest 

Of a rich binding in your Brest 
It IS, m one choise handfull, heavenn , & all 
Heavn’s Royall host , mcamp’t thus small 
To prove that true schooles use to tell. 

Ten thousand Angels m one point can dwell 
It is love’s great artillery 

Which here contrails i[t] self, & comes to ly 
Close couch’t in their white bosom & from thence 
As from a snowy fortresse of defence, 

Against their ghostly foes to take their part. 

And fortify the hold of their chast heart. 

It IS an armory of light 

Let constant use but keep it bright, 

You’l find It yeilds 
To holy hands & humble hearts 
More swords & sheilds 
Then sin hath snares, or Hell hath darts. 

Only be sure 
The hands be pure 
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That hold these v, capons , & the eyes 
Those of turtles chast & true , 

Wakefull & wise 

Here is a freind shall fight for you. 

Hold but this book before their heart , 

Let prayer alone to play his part. 

But o the heart 

That studyes this high Art 

Must be a sure house keeper , 

And yet no sleeper 
Dear soul, be strong 
Mercy will come e re long 
And bring his besom fraught with blessings, 
Flowers of never fading graces 
To make immortall dressings 
For worthy soules, whose wise embraces 
Store up themselves for Him, who is alone 
The Spouse of Virgins A the Virgins son 
But if the noble Bridegroom, when he come, 
Shall find the loytering Heart from home 
Leaving her chast aboad 
To gadde abroad 

Among the gay mates of the god of flyes 
To take her pleasure & to play 
And keep the devill s holyday 
To dance th sunshine of some smiling 
But beguiling 

Spheares of sweet A sugred Lyes, 

Some slippery Pair 
Of false perhaps as fair, 

Flattering but forswearing eyes 
Doubtlesse some other heart 
Will gett the start 
Mean while, A stepping in before 
Will take possession of that sacred store 
Of hidden sweets A holy joyes 
Words which are not heard with Fares 
(Those tumultuous shops of noise) 

Effedluall wispers, whose still voice 
The soul It selfe more fedes then heares 
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Amorous languishments , luminous trances , 

Sights which are not seen with eyes , 

Spintuall & soul-peircing glances 
Whose pure & subtil lightning Ayes 
Home to the heart, & setts the house on fire 
And melts it down in sweet desire 
Yet does not stay 

To ask the windows leave to passe that way , 
Delicious Deaths , soft exalations 
Of soul , dear & divine annihilations , 

A thousand unknown rites 
Of joyes & rarefy’d delights , 

A hundred thousand goods, glories, & graces. 

And many a mystick thing 
Which the divine embraces 
Of the deare spouse of spirits with them will bring 
For which it is no shame 
That dull mortality must not know a name 
Of all this store 

Of blessings & ten thousand more 
(If when he come 
He find the Heart from home) 

Doubtlesse he will unload 
Himself some other where. 

And poure abroad 
His pretious sweets 

On the fair soul whom first he meets 
O fair, 6 fortunate I O riche, 6 dear I 
O happy & thrice happy she 
Seledled dove 
Who ere she be, 

Whose early love 
With winged vowes 

Makes hast to meet her morning spouse 
And close with his immortall kisses 
Happy indeed, who never misses 
To improve that pretious hour. 

And every day 
Seize her sweet prey 
All fresh & fragrant as he rises 
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Dropping with a baulmy Showr 
A delicious dew of spices , 

O let the bhssfull heart hold fast 
Her heavnly arm full she shall tast 
At once ten thousand paradises , 

She shall have power 
To rifle & deflour 

The rich &. roseall spring of those rare sweets 
Which with a swelling bosome there she meets 
Boundles & infinite 
Bottomles treasures 
Of pure inebriating pleasures 
Happy proof I she shal discover 
What joy, what blisse. 

How many Heav ns at once it is 
To have her God become her Lover 
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T O 

THE SAME PARTY 

COUNC KT. 

CONCERNING HER 

C H O I S E 

D Ear, heavn-designed Soul ' 

Amongst the rest 

Of suters that beseige your Maiden brest, 

Why m[a]y not I 
My fortune try 

And venture to speak one good word 
ISI ot for my self alas, but for my dearer Lord ? 
You’ave seen allready, in this lower sphear 
Of froth & bubbles, what to look for here. 

Say, gentle soul, what can you find 
But painted shapes, 

Peacocks & Apes, 

Illustrious flyes, 

Guilded dunghills, glorious Lyes, 

Goodly surmises 
And deep disguises, 

Oathes of water, words of wind ? 

Truth biddes me say, ’tis time you cease to trust 

Your soul to any son of dust 

’Tis time you listen to a braver love. 

Which from above 
Calls you up higher 
And biddes you come 
And choose your roome 
Among his own fair sonnes of fire. 

Where you among 
The golden throng 
That watches at his palace doores 
May passe along 
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And follow those fair starres of yours , 

Starrs much too fair & pure to wait upon 
The false smiles of a sublunary sun 
Sweet let me prophesy that at last t will prove 
Your wary love 

Layes up his purer & more pretious vowes, 

And meanes them for a farre more worthy Spouse 
Then this world of Lyes can give ye 
Ev n for Him with whom nor cost. 

Nor love, nor labour can be lost 
Him who never will deceive ye 
Let not my lord, the Mighty lover 
Of soules, disdain that I discover 
The hidden art 

Of his high stratagem to win your heart, 

It was his heavnly art 
Kindly to crosse you 
In your mistaken love, 

That, at the next remove 
Thence he might tosse you 
And strike your troubled heart 
Home to himself to hide it m his brest 
The bright ambrosiall nest. 

Of love, of life, A everlasting rest 
Happy Mystake* 

That thus shall wake 
Your wise soul, never to be wonne 
Now With a love below the sun 
Your first choyce fades, o when you choose agen 
May It not be amongst the sonnes of Men 
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AT.KXI AS. 

THE 

COMPLAIN!' 


O F 

THE FORSAKEN WIFE 

O F S ANITE ALEXIS 

THE FIRST ELEGIE 

I Late the roman youth’s lov’d prayse & pride. 

Whom long none could obtain, though thousands try’d, 
Lo here am left (alas), For my lost mate 
T’embrace my teares, & kisse an unkind Fate 
Sure in my early woes starres were at strife. 

And try’d to make a Widow ere a Wife 
Nor can I tell (and this new teares doth breed) 

In what strange path my lord’s fair footsteppes bleed 

O knew I where he wander’d, I should see 

Some solace in my sorrow’s certainty 

I’d send my woes in words should weep for me 

(Who knowes how powrfull well-writt praires would be i*) 

Sending’s too slow a word, my selfe would fly 

Who knowes my own heart’s woes so well as I ■* 

But how shall I steal hence ? Alexis thou 
Ah thou thy self, alas, hast taught me how 
Love too, that leads the, would lend the wings 
To bear me harmlesse through the hardest things 
And where love lends the wing, & leads the way. 

What dangers can there be dare say me nay ? 

If I be shipwrack’t Love shall teach to swimme 
If drown’d, sweet is the death indur’d for Him, 

The noted sea shall change his name with me , 

I, ’mongst the blest Starres a new name shall be, 
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And sure where lovers make their watry graves 

The weeping manner will augment the waves 

For who so hard, but passing by that way 

Will take acquaintance of rry woes, A say 

Here t was the roman Maid found a hard fate 

While through the world she sought her wandnng mate 

Here perish t she, poor heart, heavns, be my vowes 

As true to me, as she was to her spouse 

O live, so rare a love ! live ! A m thee 

The too frail life of femal constanc) 

Farewell, shine, fair soul, shine there above 
Firm m thy crown, as here fost in thy love 
There thy lost fugitive thou hast found at last 
Be happy and for ever hold him fast 
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THE 

SECONDE ELEGIE. 

'' I ^Hough All the joyes I had fleed hence with Thee, 
X Unkind' yet are my Tearls still true to me. 

I’am wedded ore again since thou art gone , 

Nor couldst thou, cruell, leave me quite alone. 

Alexis’ widdow now is sorrow’s wife 
With him shall I weep out my weary life. 

Wellcome, my sad sweet Mate' Now have I gott 
At last a constant love that leaves me not 
Firm he, as thou art false. Nor need my cryes 
Thus vex the earth & teare the skyes 
For him, alas, n’ere shall I need to be 
Troublesom to the world, thus, as for thee 
For thee I talk to trees , with silent groves 
Expostulate my woes & much-wrong’d loves 
Hills & relentlesse rockes, or if there be 
Things that in hardnesse more allude to thee , 

To these I talk in teares, & tell my pain , 

And answer too for them m teares again 
How oft have I wept out the weary sun ' 

My watry hour-glasse hath old time outrunne 

O I am learned grown. Poor love & I 

Have study’d over all astrology 

I’am perfedt in heavn’s state, with every starr 

My skillfull greife is grown familiar 

Rise, fairest of those fires , whate’re thou be 

Whose rosy beam shall point my sun to me. 

Such as the sacred light that erst did bring 
The Eastern princes to their infant king 
O rise, pure lamp ' Sc lend thy golden ray 
That weary love at last may find his way. 
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THE 

THIRD ELEGIE 

R ich, churlish Land! that hidst so long in thcc, 

Mj treasures, rich, alas, b\ robbing mce 
Needs must my miser) cs owe that min a spite 
Who c re he be xns the first ivandnng Lnight 
O had he ncre been at that cruell [c]ost 
Natures iircmtty had nere been lost 
Seas had not lim rebuk t b) sawey oares 
But I) n lode t up safe in their sacred shores 
Men had not spurn d at mountaines , nor made u*arn 
With rocks nor bold hands struck the worlds strong barres 
Nor lost in too larg bounds, our little Rome 
Full sueetl)^ with it selfc had dwell t at home 
My poor Alexis, then in peacefuli life, 

Had under some low roofe lovd his plain wife 
But now, ah me, from where he has no foes 
He fives $c into willfull exile goes 
Cruell return Or tell the reason why 
Thy dearest parents have deserv d to d) 

And I, what is my enme I cannot tell, 

Unlesse it be a crime to have lovd too well 
If Heates of holycr love A high desire 
Make bigge thy fair brest with immortal! fire, 

What needes my virgin lord fly thus from me. 

Who only wish his virgin wife to be ? 

Wittnesse, chast hcavns! no happvcr \owcs I know 
Then to a virgin Grave untouch’t to goc 
Loves truest Knott by venus is not tyd, 

Nor doe embraces onely make a bnde 

The Queen of angels, (and men chast as You) 

Was Maipen Wife & Maiden Mother too 
Cecilia, Glory of her name & blood 
With happy gam her maiden vowes made good 
The lusty bridegroom made approach young man 
Take heed (saicT she) take heed, Valerian I 
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My bosome’s guard, a Spirit great & strong, 

Stands arm’d, to sheild me from all wanton wrong 
My Chastity is sacred , & my sleep 
Wakefull, her dear vowes undefil’d to keep 
Pallas beares armes, forsooth, and should there be 
No fortresse built for true Virginiiv? 

No gaping gorgon, this None, like the rest 
Of your learn’d lyes Here you’l find no such jest 
I’am yours, O were my God, my Christ so too, 

I’d know no name of love on earth but you 
He yeilds, and straight Baptis’d, obtains the grace 
To gaze on the fair souldicr’s glorious face 
Both mixt at last their blood in one rich bed 
Of rosy Martyrdome, twice Married 
O burn our hymen bright in such high Flame 
Thy torch, terrestriall love, have here no name 
How sweet the mutuall yoke of man Sc wife. 

When holy fires maintain love’s Heavnly life ' 

But I, (so help me heavn my hopes to see) 

When thousand sought my love, lov’d none but Thee 
Still, as their vain teares my firm vowes did try, 
Alexis, he alone is mine (said I) 

Half true, alas, half false, proves that poor line 
Alexis is alone , But is not mine. 
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DESCRIPTION 

O F 

A RELIGIOUS HOUSE 

AND CONDITION 
OF LIFE 

(OUT OF BARCLAY) 

N O roofes of gold o re notous tables shinmg 

Whole dayes & suns devour d with endlesse dining 
No sailes of tynan sylk proud pavements sweeping, 

Nor ivory couches costlyer slumbers keeping 
False lights of flairing gemmes , tumultuous joyes , 

Halls fml of flattering men & fns[k]ing boyes 

W hate re false showes of short & slippery good 

Mix the mad sons of men in mutuall blood 

But Walk.es & unshorn woods and soules, just so 

Unforc t & genuine , but not shady tho 

Our lodgings hard & homely as our fare 

That chast cheap, as the few clothes we weare 

Those, course & negligent, As the naturall lockes 

Of these loose groves, rough as th unpolish t rockes 

A hasty Portion of prescribed sleep 

Obedient slumbers that can wake & weep, 

And sing, [&.] sigh, & work, and sleep again 

Still rowhng h. round spear of still returning pain 

Hands full of harry labours doe much, that more they may, 

And work for work, not wages let to morrow s 

New drops wash off the sweat of this daye s sorrows 

A long & dayly d[y]mg life, which breaths 

A respiration of reviving deaths 

But neither are there those ignoble stings 

That nip the bosome of the world s best things, 

T 289 



RICHARD CRASHAW 

And lash Earth-laboring souls 
No cruell guard of diligent cares, that keep 
Crown’d woes awake , as things too wise for sleep 
But reverent discipline, & religious fear, 

And soft obedience, find sweet biding here , 

Silence, & sacred rest , peace, & pure joyes , 

Kind loves keep house, ly close, make no noise. 

And room enough for Adonarchs, while none sv/ells 

Beyond the kingdomes of contentful! Cells 

The self-remembring Soul sweetly recovers 

Her kindred with the starrs , not basely hovers 

Below, But meditates her immortall way 

Home to the originall sourse of Light & intelledluall Day 
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AN 

EPITAPH 

UPON 

A YOUNG MARRIED COUPLE 

DEAD AND BURYED 

TOGETHER 

T O these, whom Death again did wed, 

This Grave s their second Marriage bed 
For though the hand of fate could force 
Twixt Soul &c Bopy i Divorce, 

It could not sunder man & Wi[f]e, 

Cause They Both lived but one life 
Peace, good Reader Doe not weep 
Peace, 1 he Lovers are asleep 
They, sweet Turtles, folded ly 
In the last knott love could ty 
And though they ly as they were dead, 

T heir Pillow stone, their sheetes of lead, 

(Pillow hard, Sc sheetes not warm) 

Love made the bed They 1 take no harm 
Let them sleep let them sleep on 
Till this stormy night be gone, 
nil the 'iEternall morrow dawn , 

Then the curtames will be drawn 
And they wake into a light 
Whose day shall never dy m Night 
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DKA'l'irS T.RC'i'URK 

AND THE 

FUNERAL 


OF 

A YOUNG GENTLEMAN, 

D Ear Reliques of a dislodg’d Soul, whose lack 
Makes many a mourning paper put on black • 

O stay a while, ere thou draw m thy head 
And wind thy self up close m thy cold bed. 

Stay but little while, untill I call 
A summons worthy of thy funcrall 
Come then. Youth, Beauty, & blood i 
All the soft powres 

Whose sylken flatteryes swell a few fond howres 
Into a false seternity Come man , 

Hyperbolized Nothing ' know thy span , 

Take thine own measure here down, down, & bow 

Before thy self in thine idaea , thou 

Huge emptynes * contradl: thy self, & shrinke 

All thy Wild circle to a Point. O sink 

Lower & lower yet , till thy leane size 

Call heavn to look on thee with n[a]rrow eyes 

Lesser & lesser yet , till thou begin 

To show a face, fitt to confesse thy Kin, 

Thy neig[h]bourhood to Nothing 
Proud lookes, & lofty eyhddes, here putt on 
Your selves in your unfaign’d reflexion. 

Here, gallant ladyes < this unpartiall glasse 
(Though you be painted) showes you your true face. 
These death-seal’d lippes are they dare give the ly 
To the lowd Boasts of poor Mortality 
These curtain’d windows, this retired eye 
Outstares the liddes of larg-look’t tyranny. 

This posture is the brave one this that lyes 
Thus low, stands up (me thinkes,) thus & defies 
The world All-danng dust & ashes ' only you 
Of all interpreters read Nature True. 
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TEMPERANCE 

OF THE 

CHEAP PHYSITIAN 

UPON 

THE TRANSLATION OT 

L ESS I U S 

G Oe now and with some danng drugg 
Balt th^ disease And whilst they tuggc, 
Thou to maintain their precious strife 
^end the dear treasures of thy life 
Goe, take physick Doat upon 
Some big nam d composition 
Th Oraculous Doctor s mystick bills 
Certain hard Words made into pills, 

And what at last shall gam by these ? 

Only a costlyer disease 
That which makes us have no need 
Of physick, that s pHYSick indeed 
Hark hither, Reader! wilt thou see 
Nature her own physitian be^ 

Wilt’ see a man, ail his own wealth, 

His own musick, his own health , 

A man whose sober soul can tell 
How to wear her garments well 
Her garments, that upon her sue 
As garments should doe, close & fitt, 

A well cloth d soul that s not opp[r]est 
Nor choak t with what she should be drest 
A soul sheath d in a chnstall shrine 
Through which all her bright features shine , 
As when a peice of wanton lawn 
A thinne, aeriall veil, is drawn 
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Or’e beauty’s face seeming to hide 
More sweetly showes the blushing bride 
A soul, whose mtelledfuall beames 
No mists doe mask, no lazy steames. 

A happy soul, that all the way, 

To Heavn rides in a summer’s day 
Wouldst’ see a man, whose well-warm’d blood 
Bathes him in a genuine flood ' 

A man, whose tuned humois be 
A seat of rarest harmony ? 

Wouldst’ see blith lookes, fresh cheekes beguil 
Age f wouldst see december smile ? 

Wouldst’ see nests of new roses grow 
In a bed [o]f re[v]erend snow ? 

Warm thoughts, free spirits flattering 
Winter’s selfe into a S[p]ring 
In summe, wouldst see a man that can 
Live to be old, and still a man ^ 

Whose latest & most leaden houres 

Fall with soft wings, stuck with soft flowres , 

And when life’s sweet fable ends, 

Soul & body part like freinds , 

No quarrells, murmurs, no delay , 

A Kisse, a Sigh, and so away 
This rare one, readei, wouldst thou see 
Hark hither , and thy self be He 
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HOPE 


H ope whose ^vcak beeing rum d is 
Alike if It succeed or if it misse ! 

Whom ill or good does equally confound 
And both the homes of fates dilemma wound 
Vam shadow, that dost vanish quite 
Both at full noon &, perfeft night I 
The starres have not a possibility 
Of blessing Thee 

If thinges then from their end we happy call, 

T'is hope 15 the most hopclcssc thing of all 
Hope, thou bold Taster of delight 1 
Who m stead of doing so, de\ourst it quite 
Thou bnngsc us an estate, yet leav st us poor 
By clogging it with legac>cs before 

Ihc joves which we intirc should wed 
Come oeHour d virgins to our bed 
Good fortunes without gam imported be 

Such mighty custom s paid to Thcc 
For joy like wine kep t close, does better last , 

If It take air before his spirits wast 
Hope fortun s cheating lottery 
Where for one prize, an hundred blankes there be 
Fond archer, hope Who tallest thine aime so Farr 
That still or short or wnde thine arrowes are , 

Thinne empty cloud which th ey deceives 
With shapes that our own fancy gi\es 
A cloud which gilt & painted now appeares 
But must drop presently in teares 
When thy false beames o re reason s light prevail, 
By Ignes Fatui for north starres we sail 
Brother of fear more gayly clad 
The merrjer fool oth two, yet quite as mad 
Sire of repen[t]ance, child of fond desire 
That blow st the chymick & the lover s fire 
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Still leading them insensibly’on 
With the strong witchcraft of Anon 
By thee the one does changing nature through 
Her endlesse labyrinth’s pursue, 

And th’other chases woman , while she goes 
More wayes Sc turnes then hunted nature Icnowes. 

M. C0TFLE7''. 
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M CRASH AWS 
ANSWER 

FOR HOPE 


D Ear hope* earths dowry, & heavns debt! 

The entity of those that are not )et 
Subtlest, but surest beeing ! Thou by whom 
Our nothing has a definition * 

Substantial! shade! whose sweet allay 
Blends both the noones of night &. day 
Fates cannot find out a capacity 
Of hurting thee 

From Thee their lean dilemma, with blunt horn, 
Shrinkes as the sick moon from the wholsome morn 
Rich hope * love s legacy, under lock 
Of feith I still spending, still growing stock I 
Our crown land lyes above yet each meal brings 
A seemly portion for the sonnes of kings 
Nor will the virgin joyes wc wed 
Come lesse unbroken to our bed, 

Because that from the bndall c[h]cek of blisse 
Thou steal st us down a distant kisse 
Hope s chast stealth harmes no more joye s maidenhead 
Then spousall rites prejudge the marriage bed 
Fair hope * our earlyer heav n by thee 
Young time is taster to eternity 

Thy generous wine with age growes strong not sowre 
Nor does it kill thy fruit, to smell thy fiowre 

Thy golden, growing, head never hangs down 
Till m the lappe of loves full noone 
It falls and dyes • o no it melts away 
As does the dawn into the day 
As lumpes of sugar loose themselves and twine 
Their supple essence with the soul of wine 
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Fortune ? alas, above the world’s low warres 
Hope walks , & kickes the curld heads of conspiring starres 
Her keel cutts not the waves where These winds stirr, 
Fortune’s whole lottery is one blank to her 

Sweet hope > kind cheat * fair fallacy by thee 
We are not Where nor What we be, 

But What & Where we would be Thus art thou 
Our absent Presence, and our future Now 
Faith’s sister ' nurse of fair desire ' 

Fear’s anti[dot]e • a wise & well-stay ’d fire > 

Temper twixt chill despair, & torrid joyl 
Queen Regent in yonge love’s minority' 

Though the vext chymick vainly chases 
His fugitive gold through all her faces , 

Though love’s more feirce, more fruitlesse, fires assay 
One face more fugitive then all they , 

True hope’s a glorious hunter & her chase. 

The God of nature m the feilds of grace 

FIFE JESV 
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Luc i8 


Phansasus &. Publtcanus 



AW o /lep ai<! tijoO jixr^ov ^77y? iKavei 

IlXetoi' 0 /ley vi]ov tXciov o B etxf ^(ov 


Marc 12 44 
Obolum viduT 


K Lp/xariOio fipaxfta pavt^ fitoroto t ufpavprj^ 
£/ 5 /f 0 ? avooTu^it xetpo? atro rpop.€paf^ 

Tot9 5f ava<TKipra ttoXu? a^po? ai'aiSfO? o\0ov 
Ot fiev aTToppiTTrop Kctpa SeSojice povov 


Matth 28 

£cce locus ubt jacuit Dommus 

pot avToi paWop pot SeiKPu6 
Autov pov Seapat ai/T09 e^V SoAcp 

TaI Be roirop pat SeiKPVpai oXt? earl Kal enreip 
■QSe Teo9 Mopm/i (?;w5e) xeiTO apa^ 

AyKolpa’t pop BeiKpvvai Bvvapat 7 ? Ka\ etireip 
iiSe TC 09 Mapfa/i «c*to ava^ 


BeiKPuOi avTOP 
I pa 
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In descensum SpintAs sanfti 

^f^Tpavov eKTVTrrja-e ^pofzof; TroXepLov koX a 7 reika<; 

‘^H7e rpe‘)(a)v dvepbo<; avv (j)\oy\ crpbipBaXef}. 

A-vev ’IowSa.109 pbiapa cnvyepwv rd Kaprjva 
’'Fi^Oacre Trj<i hp<yri<; to irpeirov ovpaviTjt; 

'AXXd yaXrjvaL(p ore Ketrav i^av'xpv darpw 

^XeypLa, KoX d^Xrirov^ ^cXov TrXo/ca/xoy?, 

'FiKdapb^et OTL yap Keivoi^; ovK ^ev dXriOrj';, 

Nwt ereov Slotl rSSe Kepavvof; erj 


In S Columbam ad Chnsti caput sedentem 

n H" Ta%u6p709 dyei Trrepvy da-repoecra-av iperp-os 
’'H Tivl Kelva (fjipet, r^v rrroSa ;;^ioveT77V ; 

Xptcrre refj Ke^aXrj Tracrat? irrepvyecrcnu iTreiyei 
Up cTKid Toi Bacrioi^ iraL^e paXa rrXoKapois 


Ilotd croi dppr}T(p '\lri 9 v pier part Kelv dyopevet , 
’’Apprjr, OVK pXV^ dvBpopep^ 

Is/Lovva pev pS' opvL’i KaXid^ eV’ d^ia ravrrjf;' 
’’A^ia S’ opvidos povva pev 97 KcCXid 


Ad D Lucam medicum 


/^TSey e7<B,^ Kovko,^ irapd crov pot ^dppaKov alrS), 
lK.av (TV 8 tarpon; 6979, kciv pev eyd> voaepo^ 

AXX ev ocrep irapaBeiypa 7 reXei<} ptot TriaTio'i, avro^j 
Avto<s larpo^ij epol 7’ etrcrl aKearopip 
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In stabulum ubi natus est Dominus 

O I /<09 o8 er avX'ij ov fiij [rjeo? oi/co^ Iiycroi/ 
Cv 6 (o TV TI.KTQ avXtov ov •jriKerai 

OtKtov fi€v Travrtop fin\a hij KaWitno^ e/tetro? 
Ovpavov ot/Se reov fii/eporepo^ viXerai 

Hi»t8e K€uo v€co Baip epTTvpi^eTo 

Hi/tSe Keivo v€oi^ htopa po^onri <y£Xa 

Hv po^ov oup^i 7 eXa tjv ouS^ re ‘)(pv<Tov €K€i6ev 
E« CQV 8 o^QaXptav cotXv ^€>Y)(€p€vai 


A 


Matth 4 
Htc lapis fiat pants 

Ptot erjv TOt Zi)t {enreiv O^pn^ €^7^1^) e/fetpo? 

yipicre 701 apTO<s eijp koI \i6o^ oXXc reo? 


H[j'] ovra^ rov Trarpo? eij peyaXov to OeXijfia 
ApT09 OT OVK r]V 701 \pHTT€ TOt apTOf tr/v 


In die Ascensionis Dominicae 

N T V sTi ijpeTepov <r€ Xpto-re e'xpp^v rov epara 
Ovpavov ovv OTO-ov rov ^dovov co? eXopev 

AXXa ep^ei ea p^v ra B ayaXpara atOrjp 

Aerrpare Kal ^ot^ov xal KuXa rav vetpeXcav 

OatTov €T]v t]piv ot^p eti} ev roSe aa-rpov 
Karpov ^v tjpiv t] etat rot aarp oKarov 

Ilat'ra panjv on \piaTe av ovk ava^aivd e? avrhv 
Ai/to9 piv Kare^ij ovpavov etv ere reo? 
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Luc i8. 

Cascus implorat Christum. 

I Mpioha iurba iacc Mibi tarn inea vota pi optnquant^ 
Et hnguam de me vis tacutsse mcam^ 

Tunc ego tunc taceam^ mibi cum mens ilk loquetur 
St nesctSj oculos vox babet nta mcos 

0 noSfis miseiere mces^ miseicie, per tllam 
In te qua pi mo riserit ore^ diem. 

O noStts mtseiere mece.^ miseicie^ per illain 
QuiS^ nisi te videat^ nox velit diem 

0 noStis miserere mea^ miseieie , per ilJam 
In te quam fidei nox babet ipsa^ diem 

Hac ammt tarn data dies logat illam octdoium. 

Illanij oro.^ dedetis , banc mtbi ne rapias 

N T«t’ iXir](TOV ifxriv iXerjerov vai rot ixeevo 
^pLcrre e/xov pv^ o 8 ' eju,eio e^ei. 

O^daXp^cov pep eKeevo, 0eo9, BicTcct ToSe •yvdbp'i}^ 

Mjf poo Tovr aiprj^, S09 pov eKelvo ^ao<i 



EPIGRAM MATA SACRA 


Luc 15 4 

Quis ex vobis si habeat centum oves, perdident 
unam ex illis &.c 

O Ut ego angelmi Jiam bona gaudta iiirmtSy 
Me quoq , soUiciio quetrt per arva gradu 

Mtlle ttbi tuUi ludunt in montibus ognt^ 

Quos poles baud dubid dtcere voce tuos 

Unus ego erravt quh me mem error agebaty 
Unus ego fuertm gaudta plura tibi 

Gaudta non factunt^ qua nee fecere timorem 
Et pluSy qua donant ipsa penc /a, placent 

Horum^ quos reUnes, fuerit tibi latior usus 
De moy quern rectpiSy duleior mm erit 

E l? }itv €70) 7 /iou itXavri irtpirjyev aXrjtit 

Et? Sg TOt ffw? eaoftat yf) 0 offvvai trXeove^ 

A^ro? 0 fitj TTOKav <^o^ov ov irotet Bs re 

rojv fxeu efiov Bi yXvKvrepij 


Herodi D Jacobum obtruncanti 

N Escis yacehus quantum hunc tibi debeat iblumy 
Quaq tua in sacrum saviit ira caput 

SuUut tpio ilh donasU hoc ense toronam. 

Quo sacrum absctderas scilicet ense caput 

Absctssum pensare caput qua possit abundcy 
Sola hac iam sava sacra corona fuit 

' jC^N pev la/cw^e Ke^aXijv rot ft^o? aTTjjpeu 
J— ^ Ev To8e KOI arepavov e8ft>«e reov 

Moufoy apei^serdai KepcCXrjv lanfW/Sf Bvvacro 
Ketyo? 08 to? /faXo? paprvpcov trrei^aro? 
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Matt h. 20. 34 

Carci rcccptis oculis Christum scquuntur. 

Ccr ynanu tmpositA Chnstns nova suhra ponit 
Siflantin pah tain stdera fula: inannm. 

Hccc manus hts, cicdo, caltim at Hctc uiliLCt astra 
Suspicot esse, chin qiiev geiet tile * luanu 

♦ Rc%cl I 16 


"^^Eip iTTt^aWoficvTj Kptesrov cTTL^aWcv oTruivon' 
''Aarpa oTnjScvci Kctvu >'/c X^'P^ OcoO 

Xe)p avTT] rovTOt<; 7TcXei> ovpavo<; aarpa yap ot/iai, 
TflOr’ otaci Xpiar6<i Irrcira cf) 


Luc 19 4 
Zacha.us in Sycomoro 

O Utd te, quid jactas alums fninthus, aibor^ 

Quid tibi cum foliis non Q^yomoi i) tins ^ 

Ouippe isiic 1 amo qui jam tiln nutat ah alto, 
lidox e divinii vitt i aceniits cut 

^ I ''rTTT i'lrtKopoTru^ei^ Kevcov , ^civto re Kapiru), 

JL Kal cpvXXoL^ aepLvi] per], avKo/icope, reois : , 

Kat <yap 6S’ iKKp7jp,vi]<; aov vvv perewpo? drr €pvov<;, 
ApireXov 0 KXaScov Gaaerai ovpavlov 

FINIS 
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Ps. I. 

O Tc te nmii';, Sc mmis bcatum ’ 

Quern non lubncus nnplicavit error, 
Ncc risu miscro proeax tumukus. 

Tu cum grex sacer undiq, exccrandis 
Strident consilns, ncc aurc (felix 1) 

(Felix I) non aiiimo, vcl ore mixtus, 

Haud intelligis impios susurros. 

Sed tu dcliciis ferox rep<>stis 
Cultu simplicc, sobri.14 cur.l 
Legem numinis usq^, & usq, vohis 
Lrcta sic fidas cobt arbor undas 
Quern ncc immiti violentus aurA 
Seirius frangit, neq, contumacis 
Ira procellic 

At tu, profane pulvis, & lusus sacer 
Cujusvis aura: , fronte quA tandem feres 
Vindex tribunaW quanta turn, Sc qualis tuae 
Moles procella: stabit 6 quam ferreo 
FrangAie nutu, prreda fiontis aspera:, 

Sacriq, fulminandus ah procul, procul 
A luce vultAs, aureis procul a locis, 

Ubi longa grcmio mulcet aiterno pios 
Sincera semper pax, Sc umbrosA super 
Insurgit alA, vividi4 nedlaris 
Imbres beatos rore perpetuo pluit. 

Sic ille SIC 6 vindice stat vigil, 

Et stabit irA torvus in impios, 

Sese4 sub mentes bonorum 
Insinuat facili favore 


Acts 28 3. 

F Aule, nihil metuas non fert hasc vipera virus 
Virtutem vestras vult didicissc man As 
Oscula, non morsus , supplex, non applicat hostis 
Nec metuenda venit, sed miseranda magis 



FROM BANCROFT MS 


JOH 6 14 26 

J Am credunt Deus es (Deus est, qui teste palato, 
Quiq, ipso demum est judice dente Deus ) 

Scilicet h£c sapiunt mtracula de quibus alvus 
Proficere, & possit pingue latus fluere 
Hxc sua fecisti populo miracula credunt 
Gens pia * & in ventrem relligiosa suum * 


In lacrynai ChruU pattentu 

S ^ve dolor I potes hoc? oculos quoq, perpluis istos? 

O quim non mentas hjec arat unda genas * 

O lacrymas ego flere tuas, ego dignior istud, 

Quod tibv cunq, cadit rons, habere meum 
Siccine ? me tibi flere tuas ? ah, mi bone Jesu, 

Si possem lacrymas vcl mihi flere meas ^ 

Flere meas ? imm6 immi tuas hoc si modi possem 
Non possem lacrymas non ego flere meas 
Flere tuas est flere meas tua lacryma Christe, 

Est mea vel lacryma cst st tua, causa mea est 


JoH 19 In Sepulchrum Domini 

J Am cedant veteris cedant miracula saxi, 
Unde novus subito fluxerat amne latex 
Tu felix rupes, ubi se lux tertia toilet, 
Flammarum sacro fontc superba flues 


JoH 13 14 ubt amorem pracipit 

S ic magis in numeros, morituratj carmma vivit 
Dulcior extremS voce caducus olor , 

Ut tu inter strepitus odii, & tua funera, Jesu, 
Totus amor liqmdo totus amore sonas 
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Act 12 23 

I 'Uge Deus > (pleno populus fremit undiq, plausu 
Cert6 non hominem vox sonat. euge Deus* 
Sed tamen iste Deus qui sit, vos dicite, vermes, 
Intima turba illi , vos fovet ille sinu 


c 


Bonum est nobts esse hie. 

Ur cupis hic adeo, dormitor Petre, manere ^ 
Somnia non alibi tarn bona, Petre, vides 


Mat 6 29 Vtdete hha agioriim me Solomon &e. 

C '^Andide rex campi, cui floris eburnea pompa est, 
^ Deq nivis fragili vellere longa toga , 

Purpureus Solomon impar tibi dicitur esto 
Nempe (quod est melius) par fuit ille rosis 

Marc 7 33 & 36 

V Oce, manu4 simul Imguse tu, Chnste, ciendse 
Sistendffi nudis vocibus usus eras 
San^ at lingua equus est proms efFusus habenis 
Vox ciet, at sistit non nisi tota man us 


In Beatce Vti gtnis vei eeundiam 

N On est hoc matris, sed (crede) modestia nati. 
Quod Virgo in gremium dejicit ora suum 
Illic jam Deus est oculus jam Virginis ergb, 

Ut coelum videat, dejiciendus erit 


Mitto voSj stent agnos tn medio luporum 

n Os quoq^ ? an hos igitur sasvi lacerabitis agnos ? 

Hic saltern, hic vobis non licet esse lupis 
At sceleris nulla est dementia at ergo scietis, 

Agnus qui nunc est, est aliquando leo. 



FROM SANCROFT MS 


Mat 4 ChrtiUtt ^ damane vtElm 

E Rc 6 illc, Angclicis 6 sarcina dignior alts, 
Trxpctc SIC St)gJO sic \olet iTlc \ehi? 
Pessime • nec iTtarc timcn tu scilicet inde 
Non minus cs D-cmon, non minus tile Dcus 


JoH I a3 

V Ox ego sum, dicis tu \ox cs, saniSlc Johannes? 

Si \ox cs, stenlis cur tibi mater crat? 

Qu^m fuit ista tuo. mira infoccundia matris ^ 

In vocem stcrilis ranor esse solet 


l^ox Joannii Cbrntui f^<rbum 

M Onstrat Joannes Christum haud res mira \idctur 
Vox unus, \crbum scilicet alter crat 
Chnstus Joanne esc prior hxc res mira videtur 
Voce sufl verbum non solet esse prius 


In naiales Domtm Pastonbus nuntiatos 

A d te sydcreis, ad te, Bone Tityre, pennis 
Purpureus juvcnis gaudia tanta vehit 
O bene te vigilem, cui gaudia tanta feruntur, 

Ut neq,, dum vigilas, te vigilare putes 
Quern SIC monstrari voluit pastonbus -ether, 
Pastor, an Agnus crat ? Pastor, & Agnus erat 
Ipse Deus cum Pastor crit, qms non erit agnus ? 
Quis non pastor ent, cum Deus Agnus ent ? 
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ApOCAL. XII 7, 

A Rma, vin I (sethenam quocunq, sub ordine pubem 
Siderei proceres ducitis) Arma viri • 

Quae4 suis, (nec queis solita est) stet dextra sagittis, 
Stet gladii S3ev& luce corusca sui. 

Totus adest, totis^ movet se major in ms, 

Fert4 Draco, quicquid vel Draco ferre potest 
Quas secum facies (imas mala pignora nodlis) • 

Quot secum nigros ducit m arma Deos I 
Jam pugnas parat (heu ssevus') jam pugnat & ecce 
Vix potui, Pugnat, dicere jam cecidit 
His tamen ah nimium est qu6d frontibus addidit iras , 
Quod potuit rugas his posuisse gems 
Hoc torvum decus est, tumidi4 ferocia fati, 

Quid magni sceleris mors quoq, magna fuit 
Quid neq,, si vidlus, jaceat vidtoria vilis 
Quid meruit multi fulminis esse labor 
Qu6d queat ille suas hoc inter dicere flammas, 

Arma tub frustra sed tamen arma tuli. 

Act 17. In Athememein merim 

I Psos naturae thalamos sapis, ima4 rerum 

Concilia, & primae quicquid agunt tenebrse 
Quid dubitet lefluum mare quid vaga sydera volvant 
Christus et est studiis res ahena tuis 
Sic scire, est tantum nescire loquacibs ilia 
Qui nempe ilia sapit sola, nec ilia sapit 

JoH 14 Ego vitis vera. 

C '*‘Redo quidem sed & hoc hostis te credidit ipse 

/ Caiaphas, & Judas credidit ipse, reor 
Unde illis, Jesu, vitis nisi vera fuisses, 

Tanta tui potuit sanguinis esse sitis ? 

Ahscessum ChiisU queriintiit dtscipuli 

I Lie abut jam4 d quae nos mala cunq, manetis, 
Sistite jam in nostras tela parata neces 
Sistite nam quibus haec vos ohm tela paratis, 
Abscessu Domini jam peridre sui 
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In descemum Sptrtius SanSit 

Q Ux vchit auratos nubes dulcissima nimbos? 

Quis mitem pluviam lucidus imbcr agit ? 
Agnosco nostros hxc nubes abstultt igncs 
Hxc nubes in nos jam rcdit igne pan 
O nubem gratam, A memorem 1 qux noluit ultHi 
Tam sx\i dc sc nos potuissc qucri I 
O bene f namq, alio non posset rore rcpcndi, 

Cxlo cxhalatum quod mod& terra dedit 


Act X 39 

Q Uis malus appendit dc mortis stipitc vitam ^ 
O malus Agncola * hoc inscruissc fuit ? 
Imm6 quis appendit vita, hac ex arborc mortem ? 
O bonus Agncola • hoc inscruissc fuit 


JoH 10 sum 9Stium 

J Amq, pates cordis^ scram gravis hasta rcclusit, 
Et clavi claves undit^ tc rcscrant 
Ah \ereor, sibi ne manus impia clausent illas, 
Qux cxli has ausa cst sic aperire fores 


In sptnas demtas e Chrtstt eapite cruentatas 

A Ccipe (an ignoscis ?) de tc sata germma, miles 
Quim segeti est mcssis discolor ilia sux* 

O qux tarn duro gleba cst tarn grata colono ? 
Insent hic spinas reddit 6c ilia rosas 


313 


RICHARD CRASHAW 


JOH. III. 

N Ox erat, & Christum (Dodlor male do6lc) petebas, 
In Christo tenebras dcpositure tuas 
I le autem multo dum tc bonus irrigat ore, 

Atq, per arcanas ducit in alta vias, 

Sol venit, & primo pandit se florc diei, 

Ludit et in dubiis aureus horror aquis 
Sol oritur sed adhuc, & adhuc tamen (o bone) ncscis 
Sol oritur tecum nox tamen est & adhuc 

Non cash ilia fuit , nox fuit ilia tua 


hi Baptistam Voeem, 

' I ''Antum habuit Baptista loqui, tot flumina rerum, 
X Ut bene Vox fucrit, pr.'cterea4 nihil 
Ecce autem Verbum est unum tantum ille loquutus 
Uno sed Verbo cundia loquutus erat 

Act. [3 XII ] 6, 7 In D Peiiuni ab Angelo solutmn 

M Ors tibi, & Herodes instant cilim nuncius ales 
Gaudia fert, quae tu somnia ferre putas 
Quid tantum dedit die (rogo) tibi f V mcula solvit 
Mors tibi, & Herodes nonne dcdissct idem ^ 

Luc 5 RdiSiis omnibus seqiiuti sunt eum 

A d iiutum Domini abjecisti retia, Petre 

Tam bene non unquam jadla fucie prius 
Scilicet hoc redte jacere est tua retia, Petre, 

Nimirum, Chnstus cum jubet, abjicere 

JoH I Agnus Deiy qui tollit pcccata mundi 

i ^''Rg6 tot heu (torvas facies) tot m ora leonum, 

V In tot castra lupdm qui meat, Agnus erit ? 

Hic tot in horribiles, quot sunt mea crimina, pardos 
Hic tot in audaces ungue, vel 01 e feras ^ 

Ah melius * pugiles quis enim comniisent istos ? 

Quos sua non faciunt arma, vel ira pares 
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Marc 8 Ptsces muluphcatt 

Q Uae secreta meant taciti tibi retia \erbi, 

Queis non tarn pisces, qu\m capis Oceanum ^ 

JoH 13 Dornttity non solum pedesy sed caput Itfc 

E N caput * atc|j suis qu^ plus satis ora laborant 
Sordibus • hue fluvios [^blurred'] (ais) adde tuos 
Nil opus est namq haec (modo tertms occinat ales) 

E fluvns fuermt, Petre, lavanda suis 

JoH 12 19 Cum tot stgna edtdtssetj non credebant 

Q uanta amor ille tuus se cunt^ levavent ala, 

Quo tua cunq, opere effloruit alta manus 
Mundus adest, contt 4 <^ tonat signisi^ reponit 
Signa (adeo sua sunt numma vel scelen ) 

Imo (6 nec nimn vis sit temeraria verbi) 

Ille uno sensu vel tua cunda premit 
Tot, tantisq tuis miraclum hoc objicit unum, 

Tot tantiS(j tuis non adhibere fidem 

Act 1 In nubem^ qua Domtnum ahstulit 

O Nigra hsc* Quid enim mihi Candida pedlora monstrat^ 
Pedlora Cygnefs candidiora gems 
Sit ver6 magis alba suo magis aurea Pheebo, 

Quantumeunq sibi Candida nigra mihi est 
Nigra mihi nubesi et qul ne<^ nigrior Austros, 

Vel tulit irati nuncia tela Dei 
Nigra • lic^t nimbos, nodtem neq^ detulit ullam 
m nodlem non fert, at rapit, ecce, diem 

Luc 19 Vtdtt urbemj fievit super earn 

E Rg6 meas sperms lacrymas, urbs perfida ^ Sperne 
Sperne meas quas o sic facis esse tuas 
Tempus erit, lacrymas potent cum lacryma demum 
Nostra (nec immeritd) spernere spreta tuas 
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Luc. 1 8 Ncc sicut iste Pubhcanus, 

'' 5 ''U quoq, dum istius misen pcccata fatcns, 

X Quae ncc is irato mitius unguc notat , 

Hic satis est gemino bonus in sua cninina tclo 
Interea quid erit, mi PharisaeCj tuis ? 

Mat. 8 . tff accedentn dtsctpuh cxatavcrunt eum. 

A h, quis crat furor hos (tarn raros) solvere somnos? 

O VOS, queis Christ! vcl sopor invigilat • 

Ilium SI somnus tenuit, vos somnia terrent, 

Somnia tarn vanos ingcmmata metus 
Nil Chiisti nocuit somnus (mihi credite ) Somnus, 

Qui nocuit, vcstrai somnus erat fidei 


Mat 15. In muliciem Canaanevam am Dn° dccatanttm 

C Edit 10 . jam, jam4 cadet mod6 fortitcr urge 
Jam, tua ni desit dextera, jam4 cadet. 

Nimirum hoc velit ipse tuo favet ipse triumpho 
Ipse tuas tacitus res tuus hostis agit 
Quas patitur, facit ille manus iftu illc sub omni est , 
Atq, m te vires sentit, amat4 suas, 

Usq, adeo baud tuus hic ferus cst, ncq, ferreus hostis ^ 
Usq, ade6 est miles non truculentus Amor ' 

Illo quim facihs vuSloria surgit ab hoste, 

Qui, tantum ut vinci possit, in arma venit I 


Mat 9 Qnare comedtt Magisto vester aim peccatoi thus l 3 c 

Iccine fraternos fastidis, improbe, morbos, 

Cilim tuus, (& gravioi) te quoq, morbus habet ? 
Tantum ausus medicum morbus sibi quaerere, magnus , 
Tantum ausus medicum spernere, major erat 
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Marc i tsf Luc 14 


In 


fehricitaniem 


[hydropicum 


sanatos 


N Uper Ie6la gravem extinxit pia pagma febrem 
Hydropi siccos dat modi le£la sinus 
Hzec vice fraterna quim se miracula tangunt, 

Atq, per alternum fida juvamen amant • 

Quippe ignes istos his quam faene mersit m undis f 
Ignibus his illas quim bene vicit aquas • 


In S Lucam Mtdtciim 

H Anc, mihi quam miseram faciunt mea cnminavitam, 
Hanc, medici, ]ongam vestra medela facit 
Hocn 4 dm est vixisse ? dm (mihi credite) non est 
Hoc vixisse dm sed ttmuisse mon 
Tu folus, Medice alme, tuis medicamina prabes, 

Et medicaminibus (quae mala summa) mails 
Hoc mortem bene vitare est vitare ferendo 
£t vixisse dm est hoc cit6 posse mon 


Tollat erucem suom — tsfc 


"T? Rgi tuam pone ut nobis sit sumere nostram 
Si nostram vis nos sumere pone tuam 
Ilia illa, ingenti qu£ te trabe duplicat, ilia 
Vel nostra est, nostras vcl tulit ilia cruces 


In (Joh 17 ) Cygnaam D ^tiu cantionem 

Q Uas mella, o quot, Chnste, favos in carmina fundis ^ 
Dulcis, & (ah funas •) ah monbundus olor* 
Farce tamen minus hx si sunt mea gaudia voces 
Voce quidem dulci, sed raoriente cams 

Et (onspuehant tllum 

Q Uid non tarn fccdi sxvi mans audeat ira > 
Conspuit ecce oculos (sydera nostra) tuos 
borsan & hic aliquis sputo te excxcat, Jesu, 

Qui debet sputo, quM videt ipse, tuo 
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JoH. 4 Rogavit cum^ ut descender et^ ^ sanaret Jiltim siium. 

Lie vt eat tecum, m nati4j tuiq, salutem ? 

Qui petis , ah nescis (credo) quod Ales Amor. 

Ille ut eat tecum quam se tua vota morantur ' 

Ille ut eat ^ tanti seriiis esset ibi 
Ne tardus veniat, Chnstus tecum ire recusat . 

Chnsti nempe ipsum hoc ire moratur iter. 

Christi nempe viis pent hoc quodcunq, meatur 
Christi nempe viis vel properare mora est 
Hic est, cui tu vota facis tua, Chnstus at idem 
(Crede mihi) dabit haec qui rata, Chnstus ibi est 

Luc 5 9 Pavo7 emm occupaveiat enm super 
captur am piscium 

D Um nimium in captis per te, Petre, piscibus hasres, 
Piscibus (ut video) captus es ipse tuis 
Rem scio te praedam Chnstus sibi cepit & ilh 
Una m te ex istis omnibus esca fuit 

JoH vtdhunt^ (s’ oderunt me 

V ldit ? & odit adhuc ^ Ah, te non vidit, Jesu 
Non vidit te, qui vidit, & odit adhuc 
Non vidit, te non vidit (dulcissime rerum) 

In te qui vidit quid, quod amare neget. 

Luc i8 39 

'' B mala turba tace, mihi tarn mea vota propinquant, 
X Tu4 in me linguam vis tacuisse meam ^ 

Tunc ego, tunc taceam, mihi cum meus Ille loquetur. 

Si nescis, oculos vox habet ista meos 
O no6lis miserere meae miserere, per illam. 

Quae tarn laeta tuo ridet m ore diem 
O nodlis miserere meae. miserere, per illam 
Quae, nisi te videat, nox velit esse, diem 
O no61;is miserere meae. miserere, per illam, 

Hsc mea quam (fidei) nox habet ipsa, diem 
Ilia dies animi (Jesu) rogat hanc oculorum 
Illam (oro) dederis , hanc mihi ne rapias 
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Mat 22 In Phansaos Chrtitt verbts imidiantes 

O Quam te miseri ludunt vaga tsdia voti, 

Ex ore hoc speras qui, Phansaje, malum * 
Sic quis ab Aurora: noflem speravent ulnis, 

Unde solet primis Sol tener ire rosis ? 

Sic Acheronta petas illinc unde amne corusco 
Ladtea sydereos Cynthia lavit equos 
Sic violas aconita roges sic toxica nympham, 
Garrula quie vitreo gurgite vexat humum 
Deniq, (ut exemplo res h*c propiore patescat) 

A te sic speret quis (Pharisee) bonum 

Mat 9 

F Allens & nudum mal^ poms (Pid^or) Amorem 
Non nudum facts hunc cum sine veste fecis 
Nonne hic est (dum sic digito patet ille fideh) 
Tunc, cum vestitus, tunc quo^ nudus amor^ 


Tolle oculos, tolle o tecum (tua sydera) nostros 
Ah quid enim, quid agant hic sme sole suo 
Id, quod agant sine sole suo tua sydera, ccelum 
Id terne ha:c agerent hic sine sole suo 
Ilia suo sine sole suis caeca imbribus essent 
Caeca suis lacrymis hiec sine sole suo 


Act 21 Nam ego non solum vincirt — 

Q Uid mortem objicitis nostro, quid vincla timori ^ 
Non timor est illmc, non timor inde meus 
Vincula, quae timeam, sunt vincula sola timons 
Sola timenda mihi est mors, timuisse mori 
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Mat. 1 1 Legatio BapUsttc ad Chustiwi 


O Ro, quis es ^ legat ista suo Baptista Magistro. 

nil quiE referant, talia Christus habet. 

Cui Ceccus cernit, mutus se m verba resolvit, 

It claudus, vivit mortuus , Oro, quis est ? 


Rgo veni , quicunq, ferant tua signa timores . 

^ Quse nos cunq, vocant tnstia, Chnstc, veni 
Chnste, veni suus avulsum rapiat labor axem, 

Nec sinat implicitas ire redire vias 
Mutuus attonito titubet sub foedere mundus, 

Nec Natura vagum dissona volvat opus 
Cbriste, veni roseos ultra remeaie per ortus 
Nolit, & ambiguos Sol tiabat seger equos 
Cbriste, veni ipsa suas patiatur Cyntbia nodles, 

Plus quam Thessabco tindla tremore genas 
Astrorum mala cassaries per inane dolendurii 
Gaudeat, borribili flore repexa caput 
Sole sub invito subits vis improba nodlis 
Corripiat solitam, non sua jura, diem 
Importuna dies, nec Eoi conscia padli. 

Per desolatae murmura nodlis eat 
Cbriste, veni tonet Oceanus pater , & sua nobt 
Claustra vagi montes sub nova sceptra meent 
Cbriste, veni quodcunq, audet metus, audeat ultra 
Fata id agant, quod agent tu modo, Cbiiste, veni 
Cbriste, veni qu^cunq, venis mercede malorum 
Quanti boc constiterit cunq, venire, veni 
Te45 tuos 4 oculos tanti est potuisse videre * 

Ob tanti est te vel sic potuisse frui ' 

Quicquid id est. Pater, omne tuo pensabitur ore , 
Quicquid id est, veniat Tu modo, Cbriste, veni 
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F Ehces • properastis lo, propcrastis & altam 
Vicistis gyro sub breviore viam 
Vos per non magnum vestn mare sanguinis illuc 
Cymba tulit nimiis non operosa notis , 

Quo nos tarn lento sub remigio luilantes 
Ducit inexhausti vis mal^ hda freti 
Nos mora, nos longi consumit inertia lethi 
In ludum mortis, Iuxuriem<^ sumus 
Nos 2 evo, & senio, & latis pcrmittimur undis 
Spargimur m casus, — pomgimur funis 
Nos miseri sumus ex amplo , spatioq, penmus 
In nos inquirunt fata , probantq, manus 
Ingenium fati sumus, ambitioc^ malorum , 

Conatus mortis, consiIium<( sumus 
In vitffi multo multas patet area mortis 

Non vitam nobis numerant, quot viximus, anni 
Vita brevis nostra est sit lic^t a£la dm 
Vivere non longum est, quod longam ducere vitam 
Res longa vitA sspe pera^a brevi est 
Nec VOS tarn vits Deus m compendia misit, 

Quam vetuit vestras plus licuisse neci 
Accedit vit* quicquid decerpitur asvo 
Atq illo brevms, qu6 citius morimur 

Domtttano De S yohanne ad portam Lat 
I p Rgo ut inultus eas? Sed nec tamen ibis multus, 
r V Sic violare ausus meq,, meosq Decs 
Ure oleo, Lu^or Oleo parat urere Lidlor 
Sed quern uri Li£Ior credidit, un<5lus erat 
Te quoq sic olei virtus male6da fefelht ^ 

Sic tua te Pallas, Domitiane, juvat ^ 

Ely TQv Tov ^T€<pavov re^avoj 

E Cce tuos lapides * nihil est pretiosius illis 
Seu pretium capiti dent, capiantve tuo 
Scilicet base ratio vestn diadematis hoc est, 

Unde coronatis nos decet ire comis 
Quisq lapis quant6 magis m se vilis habetur, 

Ditior hoc capiti est gemma futura tuo 
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yV H ferus, ah culter ' qui tarn bona lilia primus 
y V In tarn crudeles jussit abire rosas 
Virgmetim hoc qui primus ebur violavit ab ostro , 
In4 sui instituit muncis ingenmm 
Scilicet hmc ohm quicunq, cucurrerit amnis, 

Ex hoc purpurei germine fontis ent 
Scilicet hunc mortis primum puer accipit unguem 
Imjciunt hodie fata, furorq manus 
Ecce ilh sanguis fundi jam caepit, & ecce, 

Qui fundi possit, vix bene sanguis erat 
Excitat k dolio vix dum bene musta recenti, 

Atq, rudes furias m nova membra vocat 
Improbus ' ut nimias jam nunc accingitur iras ' 
Armaq, non molli solhcitanda manu ' 

Improbus • ut teneras audet jam ludere mortes ' 

Et vitse ad modulum, quid puerile mori ! 
Improbus • ut tragici impatiens praeludia fati 
Ornat, & m socco jam negat ire suo ' 

Scilicet his pedibus manus haec meditata cothurnos 1 
Hsec cum blanditiis mens meditata mmas ? 

Haec tarn dura brevem decu^re crepundia dextram ? 

Dextra Gigantsis haec satis apta gems ? 

Sic cunis miscere cruces ^ cumq ubere matris 
Commisisse neces, & scelus, & furias ? 

Quo ridet patri, hoc tacite quoq, respicit hastam , 
Quoq oculo matrem mulcet, in arma redit 
Dll Superi ' furit his oculis • hoc asper in ore est ' 
Dat Marti vultus, quos sibi mallet Amor 
Deliciae irarum ' tor\n, tenera agmina, risus I 
Blande furor ' terror dulcis ' amande metus ' 
Praecocis in poenas pueri lascivia tristis I 
Cruda rudimenta • Sc ton^a tyrocinia I 
Jam parcum, breviusq brevi pro corpore vulnus, 
Proq brevi brevior vulnere sanguis eat 
Ohm, chm nervi, vitaeq ferocior haustus 
Materiam morti, luxuriemq dabunt , 

Ohm matures ultro conabitur imbres , 

Robustum audebit tunc, solidumq mori 
Ergb illi, nisi qui in saevos concrevent usus, 

Nec nisi quern possit fundere, sanguis ent ? 
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Eugc pucr truxl Eugc tamen mitissimc reniml 
Qut4 tibi tantum tmx poles esse, pucr! 

Eure tibi trux * Eugc mihi nuttssimc rcrum I 
Eugc Leo mills I trux sed 4. Ague tamen! 
Madlc pucr’ ma£ie hoc lam dure laudis honorc! 

Ma£!e 6 pccnarum hac indole, A mgenio ! 

At ferns ah culler! sub quo, tarn doAe dolorum, 
In tnstem properas sic, pucr, ire Mrum 
Ah ferus, ah culler! sub quo, puer aurce, crcscis 
Mortis proficiens hac quasi sub feruU 


N E, pia, ne nimium, Virgo, pcrmilie qucrclis 
Baud \olet, baud potent natus abesse dm 
Nam quid cum teneat ^ \cl qii'c magis oscula vcllet? 

Vcstri ilium tndigenam quid \ctct esse sinAs? 
Quippe illis qu-c labra gems magis apta putentur ^ 
Quxie per id coilum digmor ire manus ’ 

His sibi quid sperct puer ambitiosius ulnis ^ 

Qu6vc sub ampicxu dulcius esse queat^ 

O qux tarn teneram sibi Mtis amioor ulmum 
Implied, alternis ncxtbtis immoncns? 

Cm circum subitis eat impaticntior ulnis? 

Aut quar tarn ntmus vultibus ora notet? 

Qua: tarn prompta puer totics super oscula surgat ? 

Qu^l signet gemm^ nobiliorc gemm ? 

Ilia ubi tarn verms adolcscat minus auns, 

Tamve sub apncis pcndcat uva jugis? 
nil qu't vemat languor tarn gratus in umbrilP 
Commodius sub quo murmure somnus agatp 
O ubi tarn charo, tarn casto in carccrc regnat, 
Maicrnoq simul, virgincoq smul 
llle ut ab his fugiac ’ iiec tarn bona gaudia vcllet P 
Ille uc in hos possit non properare sinus P 
Ille sui tarn blanda smAs patnmonia spcrnct P 
Hxrcs tot fa^us tarn bene dcliciis P 
Nc tantum, ne, Diva, tuis pcrmittc qucrclis 
Quid dubites? Non cst hic fuginvus Amor 
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A Ccipe dona, Puer , parvae libamina laudis. 

_/ Accipe, non mentis accipienda suis 
Accipe dona, Puer dulcis. dum4 accipis ilia, 

Digna quoq, efficies, quie, puer, accipies. 

Sive oculo, sive ilia tuA dignabere dextrA, 

Dextram, oculumq, dabis posse decere tuum 
Non modo es m dantes, sed & ipsa in dona benignus , 
Nec tantilim donans das, sed & accipiens 


hi fmtum B Viig^ non difficileni. 

N Ec fadta est tamen ilia Parens impund, qu6d almi 
Tam parcens uteri venent ille Puer 
Una haec nascentis quodcunq pepcrcerit bora, 

Toto ilium vitae tempore parturiit 
Gaudia parturientis erat semel ille parenti , 

Quotidie gemitus parturientis erat. 

C Irculus hic similem quam pai sibi pergit in orbem* 
Principiumq, suum quam bene finis amat I 
Virgineo thalamo quam pulchre convenit ille 
(Quo nemo jacuit) virgineus tumulus ' 

Undiq ut haec aequo passu res iret , & ille 
Josepho desponsatus, & ille fuit. 


In SanSium tgneis Itngim descendcntein Spvituni. 

A B Sint, qui fidlo simulant pia pe6tora vultu, 
Ignea quos luteo peftore lingua beat 
Hoc potius mea vota rogant, mea thura petessunt, 
Ut mihi sit mea mens ignea, lingua luti 
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Cum horum abqua dtdteHram 
Praceptori meo celendmimoy 
Atmco J2 Brooke 

E N t>bi Musam, (Preceptor colendissimc) quas cx tuis 
modi scholis, quasi cx Apollints oflicin% accepit, alas 
timidi adhuc, ncc alitcr qu\m sub oculis tuis jad^itantem 
Qualiter i nido mult\ jam flondus aU 
Astra sibi meditatur avis, pulchrosq, meatus 
ACnos inter proceres licit xthera nunquam 
Expertus, rudibusq illi sit in ardua pennts 
Prima fides micat irc tamen, quaticns4 decor\ 

Veste lc\es humeros, querulumi^ per aCra ludens 
Nil dubitat vcl m astra vagos suspcndcre risus 
At veri simul immensum per mane profundis 
Exhaustus spatns, vacuoc^ sub ^there pendens, 

Arva procul, sylvasq suas, procul omnia cernit, 

Cernere qua: solitus , turn \er6 viila cadit mens, 

Spesq suas &c tanta timens conimma, totus 
Respicit ad matrem, pronisq rcvcrtitur auris 
Quid tibi enim hxc feram (Vir ornatissime) non ambitio 
dantis est, sed justitia reddentts neq te libelli mci tarn elcgi 
patronum, qulim dommum agnosco Tua sani sunt hxc, ct 
mea neq tamen ita mca sunt, quin si quid m illis boni est, 
tuum hoc sit totum neq interim m tantum tua, ut (quantum 
cunq est in ilhs mail illud non sit cx integro meum ita medio 
quodam, & misto jure utrmsq sunt ne vel mihi, dum me in 
socictatem tuarum laudum eievarem, in\idiam facerem , vel 
mjunam tibi, ut qui te in tenuitatis mca consortium deducere 
conarer Ego enim dc meo nihil ausim boni mecum agnos 
cere nedum proBten pal^m, prxter hoc unum (quo tamen 
jadu) .wio JiiAnLixog Iwu* 

Bciorum histonam rehgiosissim'l Bdc m se reponentem hoc 
quibuscunq testibus coram, hoc palim m os cceli, mcx4 
conscientiiB meum jafto effero me in hoc ultra amuli 
patientiam Emm vero elegantiore obsequio venerentur te (& 
venerantur, scio) tuorum alii nemo me sincere magis, vel 
ingenuo potent Horum deniq rivulonim, tenuium utcunq, 
nulliusq nommis, hxc saltern laus erit propria, quid suum 
nempe ninnt Oceanum 
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Hymnus Vcncri 

diwi vi lUius tutelam iransunit vjrgtncs. 

'' I tuis adsis, Venus alma, sacns 
X Rideas blandum, Venus, & bemgmlim. 
Quale cum Martem premis, aurco4 
Frangis ocello 

Rideas 6 turn neq, flamma Phoebum, 

Nec juvent Phoeben sua tela, gestat 
Te satis contra tuus ille tantum 
Tela Cupido 

Saepe in ipsius pharetra Dianas 
Hic suas ridens posuit sagittas 
Ausus et flammae Dominum magistris 
Urere flammis 

Virginum te orat chorus (esse longum 
Virgmes nollent) mod6 servientilm 
Tot columbarum tibi, passerumq, au- 
gere catert'am 

Dedicant quicquid labra vel rosarum, 

Colla vel servant tibi lihorum 
Dedicant totum tibi ver genarum, 

Ver oculorum 

Hmc tuo sumas licet arma nato, 

Seu novas his ex oculis sagittas , 

Seu faces flamma velit acnori 
Flave comatas 

Sume et 6 discant, quid arnica, quid nox, 
Quid bene, & bland^ vigilata nox sit. 

Quid sibi dulcis furor, & protenms 
Poscat amator 

Sume per quse tot tibi corda flagrant 
Per quod arcanum tua cestus halat 
Per tuus quicquid tibi dixit ohm, aut 
Fecit Adonis 
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S Pes Diva saKe Diva avidam tuo 
Necessitatem numine prorogans, 
Vindidla fortune furentis, 

Una salus mediis niints 

Regim quamvis, tu solium facis 
Depressa parvi teila tugurii 
Sut^unt jacentes inter, illic 
rirma magis tua regna constant 

Cantus catcnis, carmma carcere, 

Dolore ab ipso gaudiat^ expnmis 
Scintilla tu vivis sub imo 

Pe(5kons, baud metuens procellas 

Tu regna servis copia paupen 
Vidlis tnumphus littora naufrago 
Ipsisq damnatis patrona 

Anchora sub medio profundo 

Quin ipse alumnus sum tuus ubere 
Pendemus isto, 6k hinc animam traho 
O, Diva nutrix, 6 foventes 
Pande sinus sitiens laboro 
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Non acciptmm h event vitant^ seel facinnts. 

1 ^ Rg6 tu luges nimium citntam 
V Circulo vitam properante volvi ? 

Tu Decs parcos gemis, ipse cum sis 
Prodigus jcvi ■* 

Ipse quod perdis, quereris pcrirc ^ 

Ipse tu pelhs, sed et ire ploras ? 

Vita num servit tibi ? servus ipse 
Cedet abaftus 

Est fiigax vitas (fateor) fluentum 
Prona sed clivum mod6 det voluptas, 

Amne proclivi magis, & fugacc 
Labitur undA 

Fur Sopor magnam bine (oculos rccludcns) 
Surnpit partem ruit inde partem 
Temporis magnam spolium reportans 
Latro voluptas 

Tu creas mortes tibi mille & sva 
Plura qu6 perdas, tibi plura poscis 
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Pulchra non diutuma 

E Heu ver breve, Sc mvidum* 
£heu ^onduli dies^ 

Ergi curntis improb^ 

Et qua nunc face fulgurat, 
Dulcis forma tenacibus 
Immiscebitur infimas 
Heu* no£lis nebulis, amor 
Fallax, umbraq, somnit 
Qum incumbitis (invida 
Sic diftat colus. Sc rota 
Cam temporis mcito 
Currens orbe volubilis) 

O deprendite lubncos 
Annos et liquidum jubar 
Verm sydens, ac novi 
Flons fuigura, mollibus 
Qux debetis amonbus, 

Non impendite lundos 
In manes, avidum Sc chaos 
Quanquam syderets gems, 

Quas semper nive sobriA 
^nceris spatns vigent 
Flons germine simplicis, 

Flagrant ingenuns rosjc 
Quanquam perpetu4 fide 
Illic mille Cupidines, 

Centum mille Cupidines, 

Pastos neftare^ dape 
Blandis sumptibus educas 
Istis qui spatns vagi, 

Plenis lusibus ebni, 

Udo rore beatuli, 

Uno plus decies die 
Istis ex oculis tuis 
Istis ex oculis suas 
Sopitas animant faces, 

Et languentia recreant 
Succo spicula melleo 
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Turn flammis agiles novis 
Lascivd volitant face, 

Turn plenis tumidi minis, 
Turn vel sydera territant, 

Et caelum, & fragilem Jovem 
Quanquam fronte sub arduA 
Majestas giavis excubans, 
Dulces fortiter improbis 
Leges diftat amoribus 

Quanquam tota, per omnia, 
Caelum machina praeferat , 
Tanquam pagina multiplex 
Vivo scripta volumme 
Terris indigitans polos, 

Et compendia syderum 

Istis heu tamen heu gems, 
Istis purpureis gems. 

Oris sydere florido. 

Regno frontis amabili. 

Mors heu crastina forsitan 
Crudeles faciet notas, 

Naturaeq superbiam 
Damnabit tumuli specu. 
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Verii descrtptto 

T Empus adest, placidjs quo Sol novus audtjor hons 
Purpureos mulcere dies, & sydere verno 
Floridus, augusto solet ire per aethera vultu, 

Natune communis amor spes aurea mundi 
VirginCum decus & dulcis lascivia rerum 
Ver tenerum, ver molle subit jam pulchnor annus 
Pube nova, roseaeq, recens m flore juventE 
Felici fragrat gremio, S». laxatur odor^ 

Prole parens per aquas, per<i arva per omnia lat4 
Ipse suas miratar opes, miratur honores 
Jam Zephyro resoluta suo tumet ebna tellus, 

Et crebro bibit imbre Jovem Sub frondibus altis 
Flora sedens, audit (felix^) quo murmure lapsis 
Fons patnus minitetur aquis, quae vertice crispo 
Respiciunt tantum, & strepero procul agmine pergunt 
Audit & arboreis siquid gemebunda recurrens 
Garriat aura comts audit quibus ipsa susurris 
Annuit, & facilt cervice remurmurat arbor 
Qum audit querulas audit quodcunc^ per umbras 
Flebilibus Philomela modis miserabile narrat 
Turn quoqj prascipui blandis Cytheraea per orbem 
Spargitur imperns molles turn major habenas 
Incutit mcrepitans, cestus magis ignea rores 
Ingeminat, tumidosq, sinus flagrantior ambit 
Nympharum incedit lat^, charitumc^ coroni 
Amplior, & plures curru jam nedlit ©lores 
Qum ipsos quoij turn campis emittit apricis 
Lasta parens, gremioq, omnes effundit Amores 
Mille ruunt equites blandi, peditumq, protervs 
Mille ruunt acies levium pars terga lerarum 
Insiliunt, gaudentq suis stimulare sagittis 
Pars optans gemmo multum properare volatu 
Aerios conscendit equos hic passere blando 
Subsiliens lene ludit iter micat hue, micat illuc 
Hospitio levis incerto, & vagus omnibus umbris 
Verum alter gravidis msurgens major habents 
Maternas molitur aves ille improbus acrem 
Versat apem similis, sesei^ agnoscit m illo 
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Et brevibus miscere vias, ac frangere gyris 
Pars leviter per prata vagi sua lilia dignis 
Contendunt sociare rosis, turn florcus ordo 
Consiho fragrante venit lascivit in omni 
Germine lieta manus nitidis nova gloria pennis 
Additur, illustri gremio sedet aurea messis, 

Gaudet odoratas coma blandior ire sub umbras. 
Excutiunt solitas (immitia tela) sagittas, 

Ridentes4 aliis pharetrje speilantur in armis. 

Flore manus, & flore sinus, flore omnia lucent 
Undiq, jam flos est vitreas hic pronus ad undas 
Ingenium illudentis aquas, fluitantia4 ora, 

Et vaga miratur tremulas mendacia formas 
Inde suos probat explorans, & judice nymphA 
Informat radios, ne non satis igne protervo 
Ora tremant, agiles4 docet nova fulgura vultus, 

Atq, suo vibrare jubet petulantius astro 

n yEc est, quae sacrA didicit florere figurA, 

Non nisi per lachrymas charta videnda tuas. 
Scilicet ah dices, haec chm speftaveris ora, 

Ora sacer sic, 6 sic tulit ille pater 
Sperabis solitas illinc, pia fulmina, voces, 

San6la4 tarn dulci mella venire via 
Sic erat ilia, suas Famae cum traderet alas, 

Ad calamum (dices) sic erat ilia manus 
Tale erat & pedius, celsas domus ardua mentis, 

Tale suo plenum sydere pedlus erat 
O bene fallacis mendacia pulchra tabellae ' 

Et, qui tarn simili vivit in acre, labor' 

Cbm tu tot chartis vitam. Pater alme, dedisti, 

Haec meritb vitam charta dat una tibi 
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Meltut purgatur siomachui per vamttum^ quam per seeessum 

D Um Mres rcfero \omittlS) & nobile munuSj 
Da mthi dc tomttu, grandis Homcrc, tuo 
Nempc olim, multi cum carminis anxia moles 
Vcxabat stomachum, magne PoCta, tuum 
^gra4 jcjuno tcnuabat pcdlora morsu, 

Jussit S. in crudam semper hare hmem 
Phoebus (ut cst medteus) \omitona pocula prxbcns 
Morbum omnem longos cxpulit m \omitus 
Protmus S>. centum incumbunt toto ore Powta?, 
Cercantes sacras lamberc relliquias 
Quod MX fccissent, (scio) $i mcdicamen meptum 
Ventsset miseri postcnorc vil 
Quippe per amfraflus, cxci^ >o!um>na \cntm 
Sacra (putas) hostem \uU medicina scqui? 

Tam turpes tenebras hxc non dignatur at ipsum 
Scdibus ex imis impenosa trahic 
ErgJ 

Per >omitum stomachus melius purgabitur alvus 
Qu^m qui^secrclis exit opaca vns 
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In Natalcs Mojta: Punapts 

OArce tuo jam, bruma ferox, 6 parce furon 
JL Pone animos 6 pacatre da spintus aurre 
Afflatu Icniorc gravcm dcniulceat annum 
Res certd, & tempus meruit. Licet improbus Auster. 
SiEviat, & rabido multum sc murmurc volvat, 
Imbnfcns licet impatiens Notus ardeat alis, 

Hic tamen, htc certi, modo tu non (sreva) ncgarcs, 
Nec Notus impatiens jam, ncc forct improbus Auster. 
Scilicet hoc dccuit ? dum nos tarn lucida rcrum 
Attollit senes, adc6 commune screnum 
Lxtitire, vcrnis4 nnimis micat aka voluptas , 

Jam torvas acics, jam squallida bella per auras 
Volvcrc'’ & hybernis annum corrumpcrc nimbis ? 

Ah melius ' quin luce nova: reparata juventa* 

Ipsa hodic vernarct hyems, pulchroi^ tumultu 
Purpureas propcraict opes, eflunderct omnes 
Lteta sinus, nitidum^ dicm fragrantibus horis 
iEternilim migrare velit, florum^ bcatA 
Luxurie tanta 6 circum cunabula surgat, 

Excipiat4 novos, & molliter ambiat artus 

Quippe venit sacris itcrum vagitibiis ingens 
Aula sonat vcnit cn roseo dccus addita fratri 
Blanda soror. tibi se brevibus, tibi porrigit ulnis, 
Magne pucr I facili tibi torquet hiantia risu 
Ora, tibi molles, lacrymas, & nobile murmur 
Temperat, in4 tuo point se pcndula collo 
Tale decus, jundlo veluti sub stemmate cum quis 
Dat sociis lucere rosis sua lilia tabs 
Fulget honos, medio ckm se duo sydera mundo 
Dulcibus mtexunt radiis nec dignior ohm 
Flagrabat nitidas fehx consortio fornne. 

Tunc ckm sydereos inter pulcherrima fratres 
Erubuit primkm, & Ledaeo cortice rupto 
Tyndanda explicuit tenerae nova gaudia frontis 
Sic socium 6 miscete jubar, tu, candide frater, 

Tu4 serena soror sic 6 date gaudia patri. 

Sic matri ciim4 die ohm, subeilntibus annis. 
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Ire inter proprios magnl ccnicc tnumphos 
Lgregius \olct, atc^ suA sc discere dc\tr\ 

Tc quoq, turn picno mulccbit syderc alto 
Flore tui, dulccs^ oculos matunor ignis 
Indole dnin^, radtis mtmgct honons 
Tunc o tc quotics (nisi quid tu pulchrior illl) 

Esse suam Pheeben falsus jurabit Apollo I 
Tunc 6 tc o^uotics (nisi quid tu casiior illl) 

Esse suam Vencrem Ma\ors jurabit mams! 

Felix ah • ct cui se non Mars, non aureus ipse 
Credet Apollo parem • tantl cui conjugc cclsus 
In pulchros properare sinus, A. carpere sacras 
Dehcias, oculosq tuos, tua basia solus 
Turn potent dixissc sua, A sc nc^iarc tanto 
Dum probat esse Dcum, superas contcmncrc mensas 


335 



RICHARD CRASHAW 


Honoratiif D” Rob‘’ Heath', mmmo Justit 
de com. Banco. Gratulatio. 

I Gnitum latusj & sacrum tibi gratulor ostrum, 

O amor , atq, tuae gloria magna togae • 

Nam video Themis ecce humens, Themis ardet in istis, 
In4 tuos gaudet tota venire sinus 
O ibi purpureo quam se bene porngit astro* 

Et docet hic radios luxunare suos * 

Imo eat aetern^ sic 6 Themis aurea pompa* 

Htc velit 6 sydus semper habere suum * 

Sic flagret, & nunquam tua purpura palleat mtus. 

O nunquam m vultus digna sit ire tuos 
Sanguine ab innocuo nullos bibat ilia rubores 
Nec tarn crudeli murice proficiat 
Quas4 tibi est (nam quae non est tibi ?) Candida virtus 
Fortunam placid^ ducat in alta tuam 
Nullius viduas lacrymas tua marmora sudent 
* Nec sit, quas inclamet te, tibi fadla domus 
Non gemat ulla suam pmus tibi scissa ruinam, 

Ceu cadat in domini murmure maesta sui 
Fama suas subter pennas tibi sternat eunti. 

Ilia tubae faciat te mehoris opus 
Thura tuo (quacunq, meat) cum nomine migrent , 
Qu3e4 vehit f^lix te, vehat aura rosas 
Vive tuis (nec enim non sunt aequissima) votis 
iEqualis, quas te sydera cunq, vocant 
Haec donee niveas cedat tua purpura pallae, 

Lihum ubi fuerit, quas rosa vestis erat 


Serenisstma Regince librum siium commendat Academia 

n Unc quoq, matern^ (nimium nisi magna rogamus) 
Aut avias saltern sume, Maiia, manu 
Est Mus^ de matre recens rubicundulus infans, 

Cui pater est partus (quis putet ?) ille tuus 
Usq, adeo impatiens amor est m virgine Musa 
Jam nunc ex illo non negat esse parens 
De nato quot habes ohm speraie nepotes, 

Qui simul & pater est, & facit esse patrem * 
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Pnsctanus verberanty vapulans 

Q Uid facis? ah • tarn per\ersA quid volvitur ir'l? 

Quid parat istc tuus, posterus iste furor? 

Ah, truculente puer ! tarn fcedo parce furon 
Nec rapiat tragicas tarn gravis ira nates 
Ecce fremit, fremit ecce mdignabundus Apollo 
Castahdes fugmnt, & procul ora tegunt 
Sic igitur sacrum, sic insedtsse caballum 

Qu'ens ? & (ah) fien tarn mali notus cques ? 

Ille Igitur phalens nitidus lucebit m istis ? 

Hxc ent ad sohdum turpis habena latus ? 

His ille (haud nimium rtgidis) dabit ora lupatis ? 

Hate fluet in misens sordida vitta jubis ^ 

Sic ent ista tui, sic aurca pompa tnumphi ? 

Ille sub imperils tbit olcntis hen ? 

Ille tamen neq tembili stat spumCus ir&, 

Ungula nec celso fervida calcc tonat 
O ment6 spc£Iatur cqut patientia nostn I 
Dicite lO tantum quis tolcravit equus? 

Pegasus iste ferox, mortales spretus habenas, 
BellerophontsUl non tulit ire manu 
Noster equus tamen exemplo non turget in isto 
Stat bonus, A sohto se pede certus habet 
Im6 licdt tantos de te tuIit ille pudorcs, 

Te tulit ille itcrum sed meliorc modo 
Tunc rubor in scapulas 6 quikm bene transnt iste, 
Qui satis in >u!tus noluit ire tuos^ 

At mater centum in furias abit, & vomit mm 
Mille modis rabidam jura, forumi^ fremit 
Quin fera tu, taceas aut jura, forumi^ tacebunt 
Tu legi vocem non sinis esse suam 
O maU vibratx rixosa volumina lingu® • 

£t satis in nullo verba tonanda foro I 
Causidicos (vesana !) tuos tua fulmina terrent 
Ecce stupent miseri ah * nec meminfirc loqui 
Hinc tua, (foede puer) fcedati hinc terga caballi 
Exercent querulo jurgia lenta foro 
Obscasnas lites, & olentia jui^ia ridet 
Turpiter in causam solliatata Themis 


Y 
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Juridicus lites quisquis traftaverit istas, 

Oh satis emundlA narc sit ille, precor. 

At tu de misero quid vis, truculente, caballo ? 

Cur premis insultans, saevc ' tyranne puer • 
Tend igitur fugiet ? fugiet sacer iste caballus ? 
Non fugiet. sed (si vis) tibi terga dabit 


jfd hbrum super hac re ab ipso 
ludt inagistro ediium^ qut dr 


/ 


Prisctaiius 


vtrberans^ 

yapulans 


OOrdes 6 tibi gratulamur istas, 

O O Musa aurea, blanda, delicata I 
Sordes 6 tibi Candidas, suo4 
Jam nec nomine, jam nec ore notas > 
Sacro carmine quippe delinitas 
Se nunc 6 bene nesciunt, novA4 
Mirantur facie novum nitorem 
Ipsas tu facis 6 nitere sordes 
Sordes 6 tibi gratulamur ipsas I 
Si non hic natibus procax malignis 
Foedo fulmine turpis intonasset 
Unde insurgeret haec querela vindex, 
Dofto & murmure carminis seven 
Dulces fortiter aggregaret iras 
Ipsje 6 te faciunt nitere soides 
Sordes 6 tibi gratulamur ipsas 

Quim pulchrd tua migrat Hippocrene • 
Turpi quam bene degener parenti ' 

Foedi filia tam serena fontis 

Has de stercore quis putaret undas ? 

Sic 6 ladlea surge, Musa, surge 
Surge inter medias serena sordes 
Spumis qualiter in suis Dione, 

Cilim prompsit latus aureum, atq, primas 
Ortu purpureo movebat undas 
Sic 6 ladlea surge, Musa, surge. 

Enni stercus erit Maronis aurum. 
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Heratu Od< 

Ille id nefaito te posuit die idc 
ExXT/wrt 

"flpa ere iC£ti»o? 6 r}K€V avo^paBt 

O TTpcuTO? ori9 Te jdcofiaKi 
EOpeype hevhpov tij? re KOi^ij^ 
AiTtov €<ra-o^€veav t eXey^o? 

Ketvo? TOKTjo? ffpinpe xat av^eva 

Kctz/o? 7€ (tfiairjv) ai/uiTt 

Mv)(^ii3TaTov Kotroiva patv€ 

Nyy^Tto? ap<f)a<f>aa<r€ jceivo^ 

Ta Syra koXxojv ^ap/iaxa Kal Kaxov 

Tlau Bioca^ pot €Vixo)piou 

2e rvyvov epyo? BecwoTOv ce 
Epirevop <? Kt4><^Kt}p aeiKoj^ 

ITao-)?? pev topiji “Trap eirtjetpBvPOp 

Tt? otSe (pivyetp BftBt€ ^ootPopop 

A</9u? 0 7r\<i3Ttjp ovS apa\_’^\K7)p 
l?jj Kpvipirjp creptaBeP okv^i 

TlapBiov paxfjpop VwptiiKO^ (^pyTjp 

Kal To|a ilap^o? VtopaiKrjp fitav 
Kal B^cpa Xaov? oXXa potpa^ 
BaXXe /SaXet t uBoKijro^ opp-q 

o'X^Sop 7r<u9 Tl€p<r€<f>oPf}9 tSop 

Av\qv pe\aipqv xai Kplerip AtaKov 
KaXj^F T aiTos'aatP paxaCpcov 
AtoX/at9 Kipvpijp re %op6at9 

SaTT^w irarptSo^ pep^opivqv Kopai<i 

H^ouin’a /cat ae irKetop errtxpvfrtp 
AX/rate ’ifKqKXp^ <rK\qph pqo’i, 

XxXqpa ^1/7779 woXe/tov re crKXqpa 
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JLvtprjfJbeovaat S’ a/x(j>OTepo3V ctkioX 
KXvoveri Oap^ei, rd<; Se 'irKeov, 

’ Ava^arov; re fiev rvpdvvov^ 

’Xl/zia9 eKTriev wet Xao?. 

Tt Oavpb , melvaip 0^? ore rplKpavo<; 
''Akt]V doiSai^, ovara Ka^^aXe, 

'^ptvvvaiv r rjhv7ra6ovat 

Borpi';!^69, Tjcrv'xiwv ixi'^vSv. 

Kal S^ TlpoprjOevf:, koX FleXoTro? Trarrjp 
’EivhovcTLV rj')(ei tw XaOticTjBel 
’'A'ycLV Xeovra^; flptwi; Se 

Ov ^tXiei, ji 0 ^epd<i re XvyKa<;. 


In Rev^ Dre Brooke Epitaphtum 

P Osuit sub ist^ (non gravi) caput terrA. 

Ille, ipsa quern mors arrogare vix ausa 
Didicit veren, plunmumque suspenso 
Dubitavit ictu, lucidos procul vultus, 

Et sydus ons acre procul prospectans 
Cui literarum fama cum dedit lumen, 

Accepit, atque est ditior suis donis 
Cujus serena gravitas faciles mores 
Muliere novit, cujus in senectute 
Famaeque nguit, & juventa fortunse 
Ita brevis sevi, ut nec videri festinus , 

Ita longus, ut nec fessus Et hunc mori credis 
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In ohitum Rev V D’^ Mansell^ 

Coll Regm M’^ qut ven D Brooke^ 
tntentum proxme secutui est 

Rgo iterum m lacrymas, s'cvi murmura planctAs 
Ire jubet tragtcA mors itenta manu? 

Scilicet ilia novas qut jam fcrt dextra sagittas, 

Dextra priore reccns sanguine stillat adhuc 
Vos o, quos sociA Lachesis propi miscuit urnd, 

£t vtcma colus vix smtt esse duos> 

Ite o, quos nostn jungunt consortia damni 
Per nostras lacrymas 6 nimis ite pares ' 

Ite per Elysias fehci tramite \allcs 
Et sociis animos conciliate viis 
Illtc ingentes u]tr6 confundiie manes, 

Noscat &. sternam mutua dextra fidem 
Communes eadem spargantur m otia curas, 

Atque idem felix poscat utrumque labor 
Nectar® simul ite vagis sermonibus hor® 

Nox trahat alternas contmuata vices 
Una cibos ferat, una suas vocet arbor in umbras 
Ambobus faciles herba det una toros 
Certum ent interea quanto sit major habenda, 

Quim qu® per vitam est, mortis amicitia 
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Luke 2 Qucerti Jesum suuyn Maria^ 

A Nd IS he gone, whom these armes held but now'* 

^ Their hope, their vow 

Did ever greife, & joy in one poore heart 
Soe soone change part ? 

Hee’s gone the fair’st flower, that e’re bosome drest, 
My souks sweet rest 

My wombes chast pride is gone, my heaven-borne boy. 
And where is joy ? 

Hee’s gone & his lov’d steppes to wait upon, 

My joy is gone 

My joyes, & hee are gone , my greife, & I 
Alone must ly 

Hee’s gone not leaving with me, till he come, 

One smile at home 

Oh come then bring Thy mother her lost joy 
Oh come, sweet boy 

Make hast, h come, or e’re my greife, & I 
Make hast, & dy 

Peace, heart ' the heavens are angry all their spheres 
Rivall thy teares 

I was mistaken some faire sphaere, or other 
Was thy blest mother 

What, but the fairest heaven, could owne the birth 
Of soe faire earth ? 

Yet sure thou did’st lodge heere this wombe of mine 
Was once call’d thine 
Oft have these armes thy cradle envied. 

Beguil’d thy bed 

Oft to thy easy eares hath this shrill tongue 
Trembled, & sung 

Oft have I wrapt thy slumbers m soft aires, 

And stroak’t thy cares 

Oft hath this hand those silken casements kept, 

While their sunnes slept 
Oft have my hungry kisses made thine eyes 
Too early rise 
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Ofc have I spoild my kisses daintiest diet. 

To spare thy quiet 

Oft from this breast to thme my love tost heart 
Hath leapt, to ^rt 

Ofc my lost soule ha\e 1 bin glad to sceke 
On thy soft cheeke 

Oft have these armes alas • show d to these eyes 
Their now lost joyes 

Dawne then to me, thou morne of mine owne day. 
And lett heaven stay 

Oh, would St thou hecre still fixe thy faire abode, 
My bosome God 

What hinders7 but my bosome still might be 
Thy heaven to Thee ? 


JP'hmever shall loose hts life l^e Math i6 25 

S Oe I may game thy death, my life lie give 
(My Ii/e s thy death, & m thv death I live ) 
Or else, my life, I le hide thee in ms grave, 

By three dates losse xternally to save 
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In cicatrices Domini Jesu. 

C Ome, brave soldjers, come, & see 
Mighty love’s Artillery 
This "was the conquering dart , & loe 
There shines his quiver, there his bow. 
These the passive weapons are, 

That made great Love, a man of warre. 
The quiver, that he bore, did bide 
Soe neare, it prov’d his very side 
In It there sate but one sole dart , 

A peircing one his peirced heart 
His weapons were nor steele, nor brasse 
The weapon, that he wore, he was 
For bow his unbent hand did serve. 

Well strung with many a broken nerve. 
Strange the quiver, bow, & dart • 

A bloody side, & hand, & heart I 
But now the feild is wonne & they 
(The dust of Warre cleane wip’d away) 
The weapons now of triumph be. 

That were before of Victorie 


In amorem divinum (Hermannus Hugo) 

A Eternall love > what ’tis to love thee well, 

± \_ None, but himselfe, who feeles it, none can tell 
But oh, what to be lov’d of thee as well. 

None, not himselfe, who feeles it, none can tell 
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Upon a Gnatt burnt tn a candle 

L ittle — buzzing — winton clfe, 

^ Perish there, & thanke thy selfe 
Thou deserv st thy life to loose, 

For distracting such a Muse 
Was It thy ambitious aimc 
By thj death to purchase fame ? 

Didst thou hope he would in pitty 
Have bestow d a funerall ditty 
On thy ghoast^ & thou in that 
To have outlived Virgills gnatt ^ 

No the treason, thou hast wrought, 
Might forbid thc[e] such a thought 
If that night s worke doe miscarry, 

Or a syllable but vary, 

A greater foe thou shall me find. 

The destruction of thy kind 
Phcebus, to revenge thy fault, 

In a fiery trapp thee caught 
That thy winged mates might know it, 
And not dare disturbc a Poet 
Deare, & wretched was thy sport. 

Since thyselfc was crushed for t 
Scarcely had that life a breath, 

Yet It found a double death , 

Playing m the golden flames, 

Thou fell St into an inky Thames 
Scorch d, A drown d That petty sunne 
A pretty Icarus hath undone 
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Pet) ontus. 

Ales Phasiocis petiia Colchis Lsc. 

'' I bird, that’s fctch’t from Phasis floud, 
X Or choicest htnncs of Afnck-brood, 
These please our palates, v,'hy these ^ 
’Cause they can but scldome please 
Whil’st the goose soe goodly white, 

And the drake yeeld noc delight. 

Though his wings conceited hewc 
Paint each feather, as if new 
These for vulgar stomachs be, 

And rellish not of rarity. 

But the dainty Scarus, sought 
In farthest clime , what c’re is bought 
With shipwracks toile, oh, that is sweet, 
’Cause the quicksands hanselld it 
The pretious Barbill, now groune rife. 

Is cloying meat How stale is Wife >* 

Deare wife hath ne’rc a handsome letter. 
Sweet mistris sounds a great deale better 
Rose quakes at name of Cinnamon 
Unlesse’t be rare, what’s thought upon ? 
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Horattm 

Ille tsf ne faito te posutt die Ss’f 

S Hame of thy mother soyle • ill nurtur d tree ! 

Sett to the mischeife, of postcntie • 

That hand, (what ere it wer) that was thy nurse, 
Was sacrilegious, (sure) or somewhat worse 
Black, as the day was dismal), in whose sight 
Thy rising topp first staind the bashfull light 
That man (I thinke) wrested the feeble life 
From his old father that mans barbarous knife 
Consptrd with darknes gainst the strangers throate 
(Whereof the blushing walles tooke bloody note) 
Huge high floune po)sons, evn of Colchos breed, 
And whatsoe re wild sinnes black thoughts doe feed, 
His hands have padled m his hands, that found 
Thy traiterous root a dwelling in my ground 
Perfidious tottercr • longing for the staincs 
Of thy kind Master s well deserving braines 
Mans daintiest care, & caution cannot spy 
The subtile point of his coy destiny, 

W ^ way It threats with feare the merchant s mind 
Is plough d as deepe, as is the sea with wind, 

(Rowz d m an angry tempest). Oh the sea I 
Oh * that s his feare there flotes his destiny 
While from another (unscene) corner blowes 
The storme of fate, to w**" his life he owes 
By Parthians bow the soldier lookes to die, 

(Whose hands are fighting, while their feet doe flie ) 
The Parthian starts at Rome s jmperiall name, 

Fledg d with her eagles wing , the very chaine 
Of his captivity rings in his earcs 
Thus, 6 thus fondly doe wee pitch our feares 
Farre distant from our fates our fates, that mocke 
Our giddy feares with an unlock t for shocke 
A little more & I had surely seene 
Thy greisly Majesty, Hell s blackest Queene , 

And CEacus on his Tnbunall too, 


347 



RICHARD CRASHAW 


Pett ontus 

Ahs Phasmcts pettta Ccichts (sc 

' I ’‘He bird, that’s fctch’t from Phasis floud, 
Or choicest hennes of Afnek-brood , 
These please our palates. & why these ? 
’Cause they can but scldome please 
Whil’st the goose soe goodly white, 

And the drake yecld noe delight, 

Though his wings conceited hewc 
Paint each feather, as if new 
These for vulgar stomacks be, 

And rellish not of rarity 
But the dainty Scarus, sought 
In farthest clime , what e’re is bought 
With shipwracks toile, oh, that is sweet, 
’Cause the quicksands hansclld it 
The pretious Barbill, now groune rife, 

Is cloying meat How stale is Wife ^ 

Deare wife hath ne’re a handsome letter, 
Sweet mistris sounds a great deale better 
Rose quakes at name of Cinnamon 
Unlesse’t be rare, what’s thought upon ? 
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Horattus 

Ille nt fasto te posutt die 

S Hame of thy mother soyle • ill nurtur d tree * 

Sett to the mischeife, of postcntie > 

That hand, (what e re it wer) that was thy nurse, 
Was sacrilegious, (sure) or somewhat worse 
Black, as the day was dismall, in whose sight 
Thy rising topp first staind the bashful! light 
That man (I thinke) wrested the feeble life 
From his old father that mans barbarous knife 
Conspird with darknes gainst the strangers throate 
(Whereof the blushing walles tooke bloody note) 
Huge high floune pojsons, evn of Colchos breed, 
And whatsoere wild sinnes black thoughts doe feed, 
His hands have padled in his hands, that found 
Thy traiterous root a dwelling in my ground 
Perfidious tottcrer * longing for the staines 
Of thy kind Master s well-deserving braines 
Mans daintiest care, tc caution cannot spy 
The subtile point of his coy destiny, 

W way It threats with fcare the merchant s mind 
Is plough d as deepe, as is the sea with wind, 

(Rowz d m an angry tempest). Oh the sea > 

Oh I that s his feare there flotes his destiny 
While from znother (unseene) corner hlowes 
The storme of fate, to w ^ his life he owes 
By Parthians bow the soldier lookes to die, 

(Whose hands are fighting, while their feet doe flie ) 
The Parthian starts at Rome s impertall name, 

Fledg d with her eagles wing , the very chaine 
Of his captivity rings in his eares 
Thus, o thus fondly doe wee pitch our feares 
Farre distant from our fates our fates, that mocke 
Our giddy feares with an unlook t for shocke 
A little more, &. I had surely scene 
Thy greisly Majesty, Hell s blackest Queene ; 

And CEacus on his Tribunal! too. 
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Sifting the soules of guilt , & you, (oh you •) 

You ever-blushing meads, where doe the Blest 
Farre from darke horrors home appeale to rest. 

There amorous Sappho plaines upon her Lute 
Her loves crosse fortune, that the sad dispute 
Runnes murmuring on the stiings Alcaius there 
In high-built numbers wakes his golden lyre. 

To tell the world, how hard the matter went, 

How hard b)^ sea, by warre, by banishment 

There these brave soules deale to each wondnng eare, 

Such words, soe precious, as they may not weare 

Without religious silence, above all 

Warres ratling tumults, or some tyrants fall 

The thronging clotted multitude doth feast. 

What wonder ? when the hundred-headed beast 
Hangs his black lugges, stroakt with those heavenly 
lines , 

The Furies curl’d snakes meet in gentle twines, 

And stretch their cold limbes m a pleasing fire 
Prometheus selfe, & Pelops sterved sire 
Are cheated of their paines , Orion thinkcs 
Of Lions now noe more, or spotted Linx. 
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On y Gunpowder Treason 

I Sing Impiety beyond a name 

Who stiles It any thmge, knowes not the same 
Dull, sluggish He 1 what more than lethargy 
Gripes thy cold limbes soe fest, thou canst not fly. 
And start from of[f] thy center ? hath heaven s love 
Stuft thee soe full with blisse, thou can st not move ? 
If soe, oh Neptune, may she farre be throwne 
By thy kind armes to a kind world unknowne 
Lett her survive this day, once mock her fate, 

And shee s an Island truely fortunate 

Lett not my suppliant breath raise a rude storme 

To wrack my suite oh keepe pitty warme 

In thy cold breast, & yearely on this day 

Mine eyes a tributary streame shall pay 

Dost thou not see an exhalation 

Belch d from the sulph ry lungs of Phlegeton ^ 

A living Comet, whose pestiferous breath 
Adulterates the Virgin aire^ with death 
It labours stifled nature s m a swound. 

Ready to dropp into a chaos round 
About horror s displai d It doth portend, 

That earth a shoure of stones to heaven shall send, 
And crack the Christall globe the milky streame 
Shall m a silver rain runne out, whose creame 
Shall choake the gaping earth, w •• then shall fry 
In flames, & of a burning fever dy 
That wonders may in fashion be, not rare, 

A winter s thunder with a groane shall scare. 

And rouze the sleepy ashes of the dead, 

Making them skip out of their dusty bed 

Those twinckling eyes of heaven, w ^ ev n now shin d, 

Shall with one flash of lightning be struck blind 

The sea shall change his youthfull greene, & slide 

Along the shore in a grave purple tide 

It does presage, that a great Pnnre shall climbe, 

And gett a starry throne before his time 
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To usher in this shoale of Prodigies, 

Thy infants, ^olus, will not suffice. 

Noe, noe, a giant wind, that will not spare 
To tosse poore men like dust into the aire , 

Justle downe mountames Kings courts shall be sent, 

Like bandied balles, into the firmament 

Atlas shall be tript upp, Jove’s gate shall feele 

The weighty rudenes of his boysterous hecle 

All this It threats, & more Horro'', that flies 

To th’ Empyrasum of all miseries. 

Most tall Hyperbole’s cannot descry it , 

Mischeife, that scornes expression should come nigh it 
All this It only threats the Meteor ly’d , 

It was exhal’d, a while it hung, & dy’d 

Heaven kickt the Monster downe downe it was throwne. 

The fall of all things it prsesag’d, its owne 

It quite forgott the fearfull earth gave way. 

And durst not touch it, heere it made noe stay 
At last It stopt at Pluto’s gloomy porch , 

He streightway lighted upp his pitchy torch. 

Now to those toiling soules it gives its light, 
had the happmes to worke I’th’ night 
They banne the blaze, & curse its curtesy, 

P'or lighting them unto their misery 
Till now hell was imperfect, it did need 
Some raie choice torture, now ’tis hell indeed 
Then glutt thy dire lampe with the warmest blood. 
That runnes in violett pipes none other food 
It can digest then watch the wildfire well. 

Least It breake forth, & burne thy sooty cell 
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Upon the Gunpowder-T'reason 

R Each me a quill, pluckt from the flaming wing 
Of Pluto s Mercury, that I may sing 
Death to the life My mke shall be the blood 
Of Cerberus, or Alecto s viperous brood 
Unmated malice • Oh unpeer d despight • 

Such as the sable pinions of the night 
Never durst hatch before extracted see 
The very Quintessence of villante 
I feare to name it , least that he, heares, 

Should have his soule frighted beyond the spheres 
Heaven was asham d, to see our mother Earth 
Engender with the Night, & teeme a birth 
Soe foule, one minutes light had it but seene, 

The fresh face of the morne had blasted beene 
Her rosy cheekes you should have scene noe more 
Dy d in vermilion blushes, as before 
But in a vaile of clouds mufling her head 
A solitary life she would have Jed 
Affrighted Phcebus would have lost his way, 

Giving his wanton palfreys leave to play 
Olympick games in the Olympian plaines, 

His trembling hands loosing the golden raines 
The Queene of night gott the grcene sicknes then, 
Sitting soe long at ease in her darke denne. 

Not daring to peepe forth, least that a stone 
Should beate her headlong from her jetty throne 
Jove s twinckling tapers, that doe light the world, 
Had beene puft out, & from their stations hurl d 
^ol kept in his wrangling sonnes, least they 
With this grand blast should have bin bloune away 
Amazed Triton with his shrill alarmes 
Bad sporting Neptune to pluck in his armes, 

And leave embracing of the Isles, least hee 
Might be an actor in this Tragoedy 
Nor should wee need thy crisped waves, for wee 
An Ocean could have made t have drowned thee 
Torrents of salt teares from our eyes should runne, 
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And raise a deluge, where the flaming sunne 
Should coole his fiery wheeles, & never sinkc 
Soe low to give his thirsty stallions driiikc. 

Each soule in sighes had spent its dearest breath, 

As glad to waite upon their King in death 
Each winged Chorister would swan-like sing 
A mournfull Dirge to their deceased King. 

The painted meddowes would have laught no more 
For joye of their neate coates , but would have tore 
Their shaggy locks, their flowry mantles turn’d 
Into dire sable weeds, Sc sate. Sc mourn’d 
Each stone had streight a Niobc become, 

And wept amaine , then rear’d a costly tombe, 

T’ entombe the lab’ring earth for surely shec 
Had died just in her delivery. 

But when Jove’s winged Heralds this espied, 

Upp to th’ Almighty thunderer they hied, 

Relating this sad story streight way hee 
The monster crusht, maugre their midwifene. 

And may such Pythons never live to see 
The Light’s faire face, but still abortive bee 
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Upon the Gunpowder Treason 

G Row plumpe, leane Death his Holinesse a feast 
Hath now prapar ^ ou must be his guest 
Come grimme destruction, &, in purple gore 
Dye sev n times deeper than they were before 
Thy scarlet robes for heere you must not share 
A common banquett noe, heere s princely fare 
And least thy bloodshott eyes should lead aside 
This masse of cruelty, to be thy guide 
Three coleblack sisters, (whose long sutty haire, 

And greisly visages doe fright the aire 

When Night beheld them, shame did almost turne 

Her sable cheekes into a blushing morne, 

To see some fowler than herselfe) these stand, 

Each holding forth to light the aery brand, 

Whose purer flames tremble to be soe nigh, 

And in fell hatred burning, angry dy, 

Sly, lurking treason is his bosome freind, 

Whom hunt, ic palefac t feare doth still attend 
These need noe invitation oncly thou 
Black dismall horro , come make perfect now 
Th Epitome of hell oh lett thy pinions 
Be a gloomy Canopy to Pluto s minions 
In this infernall Majesty close shrowd 
Your selves, your Stygian states, a pitchy clowd 
Shall hang the roome, & for your tapers bright, 
Sulphureous flames snatch d from Eternafl night 
But rest, affrighted Muse thy silver wings 
May not row neerer to these dusky Kings 
Cast back some amorous glances on the cates, 

That heere are dressing by the hasty fates, 

Nay stopp thy dowdy eyes it is not good, 

To droune thy selfe in this pure pearly flood 
But since they are for fire workes, rather prove 
A Phenix, &. in chastest flames of love 
Offer thy selfe a Virgin sacnfice 
To quench the rage of hellish deities 
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But dares destiuction cate these candid breasts, 
The Muses, & the Graces sugred neasts ? 

Dares hungry death snatch of one cheny hpp 
Or thirsty treason offer once to sippe 
One dropp of this pure Nectar, w'^'’ doth flow 
In azure channells warme through mounts of snow ? 
The roses fresh, conserved from the rage, 

And cruell ravishing of frosty age, 

Feare is afraid to tast of only this. 

He humbly crav’d to banquett on a kisse 
Poore meagre horro*' streightwaies was amaz’d. 

And in the stead of feeding stood, & gaz’d 
Their appetites were gone at th’ very sight , 

But yet their eyes surfett with sweet delight 
Only the Pope a stomack still could find , 

But yett they were not powder’d to his mind 

Forthwith each God stept from his starry throne. 

And snatch’d away the banquett every one 

Convey’d his sweet delicious treasury 

To the close closet of aeternity 

Where they will safely keepe it, from the rude, 

And rugged touch of Pluto’s multitude 
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Upon the kwg s Coronation 

S Ound forth, coelestiall Organs, lett heavens quire 
Ravibh the dancing orbcs, make them mount higher 
With nimble capers, force Atlas tread 
Upon his tiptoes, e re his silver head 
Shall kisse his golden burthen Thou, glad Isle, 

That swim st as deepe in joy, as Seas, now smile 
Lett not thy weighty glories, this full tide 
Of blisse, debase thee , but with a just pride 
Swell swell to such an height, that thou maist vje 
With heaven itselfe for stat^y Myesty 
Doe not deceive mee, eyes doe i not see 
In this blest earth heavens bright Epitome, 

Circled with pure refined glory ? heerc 
I veiw a rising sunne in this our sphere, 

Whose blazing beames, maugre the blackest night, 

And mists of greife, dare force a joyfull light 
The gold, in w^^ he flames, docs well presage 
A precious season, a golden age 
Doe I not see joy kcepe his revels now, 

And sitt triumphing in each checrfull brow? 

Unmixt felicity with silver wmgs 
Broodeth this sacred place hither peace brings 
The choicest of her olive crownes, A praies 
To have them guilded with his courteous raies 
Doe I not sec a Cynthia, who may 
Abash the purest beauties of the day ? 

To whom heavens lampes often in silent night 
Steale from their stations to rcpairc their light 
Doe I not see a constellation. 

Each little beame of w^** would make a sunne ? 

I meane those three great starres, who well may scorn 
Acquaintance with the Usher of the morne 
To gaze upon such starres each humble eye 
Would be ambitious of Astronomic 
Who would not be a Phcenix, & aspire 
To sacrifice himselfe in such sweet fire ? 

Shine forth, ye flaming sparkes of Deity, 

Yee perfect emblemes of divinity 
Fixt in your spheres of glory, shed from thence. 

The treasures of our lives, your influence 
For if you sett, who may not justly feare. 

The world will be one Ocean, one great teare 
z 2 
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Upon the King’s Coionaiion. 

^Trange metamorphosis I It was but now 
O The sullen heaven had vail’d its mournfull brow 
With a black maske the clouds with child by grcife 
Traveld th’ Olympian plames to find relcife. 

But at the last (having not soe much power 
As to refraine) brought forth a costly shower 
Of pearly drops, & sent her numerous birth 
(As tokens of her greife) unto the earth 
Alas, the earth, quick drunke with teares, had reel’d 
From of[f] her center, had not Jove upheld 
The staggering lumpe each eye spent all its store, 
As if heereafter they would weepe noc more 
Streight from this sea of teares there does appeare 
Full glory flaming in her owne free sphere 
Amazed Sol throwes of[f] his mournfull weeds, 
Speedily harnessing his fiery steeds. 

Up to Olympus stately topp he hies. 

From whence his glorious nvall hec espies. 

Then wondring starts, & had the curteous night 
With held her vaile, h’ had forfeited his sight 
The joyfull sphteres with a delicious sound 
Afnght th’ amazed aire, & dance a round 
To their owne Mustek, nor (untill they see 
This glorious Phoebus sett) will quiet bee. 

Each aery Siren now hath gott her song, 

To whom the merry lambes doe tripp along 
The laughing meades, as joyfull to behold 
Their winter coates cover’d with flaming gold 
Such was the brightnesse of this Northerne starre. 

It made the Virgin Phcenix come from farre 
To be repaird hither she did resort, 

Thinking her father had remov’d his court 
The lustre of his face did shine soe bright, 

That Rome’s bold Eagles now were blinded quite. 
The radiant darts, shott from his sparkling eyes, 
Made every moitall gladly sacrifice 
A heart burning m love, all did adore 
This rising sunne, their faces nothing woie. 

But smiles, & ruddy joyes, & at this day 
All melancholy clowds vanisht away. 
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Upon the birth of the Prwcesse Elizabeth 

B Right starrc of Majesty, oh shedd on mee, 

A precious influence, is sweet as thee 
That with each word, my loaden pen letts fall, 

The fragrant spring may be perfum d withall 
That Sol from them may suck an homed shower. 
To glutt the stomack of his darling flower 
With such a sugred livery made fine, 

They shall proclaimc to all, that they arc thmc 
Lett none dare speake of thee, but such as thence 
Extracted have a balmy eloquence 
But then, alas, my heart 1 oh how shall I 
Cure thee of thy delightfull tympanic ? 

I cannot hold, such a springtide of joy 
Must have a passage, or twill force a way 
Yet shall my loyal! tongue keepe this command 
But give me lea\e to case it wnih my hand 
And though these humble lines scare not soc high, 
As IS thy birth , yet from thy flaming eye 
Drop downc one sparkc of glor), & they) prove 
A pratsent worthy of Apollo s love 
My quill to thee may not pncsiime to sing 
Lett th hallowed plume of a scraphick wing 
Bee consecrated to this workc, while I 
Chant to my selfe with rustick melodic 

Rich, liberall heaven, what, hath yo*’ treasure store 
Of such bright Angells, that you give us more ^ 

Had you, like our great Sunne, stamped but one 
For earth, t had beenc an ample portion 
Had you but drawne one lively coppy forth, 

That might interpret our feire Cynthia s worth, 

Y had done enough to make the lazy ground 
Dance, like the nimble spheres, a joyfull round 
But such IS the ccelestiall Excellence, 

That m the princely patterne shines, from whence 
The rest pourtraicted are, that tis noe paine 
To ravish heaven to limbe them ore againe 
Wittnesse this mapp of beauty, every part 
Of w ^ doth show the Quintessence of art 
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See I nothing’s vulgai, every atome heerc 
Speakes the gieat wisdome of th’ artificer 
Poore Earth hath not enough perfection, 

To shaddow forth th’ admired paragon 

Those sparkling tAvinnes of light should I now stile 

Rich diamonds, sett in a pure silver foyle , 

Oi call her cheeke a bed of new-blowne roses , 

And say that Ivory her fiont composes , 

Or should I say, that with a scarlet wave 
Those plumpe soft rubies had bin drest soe brave , 
Or that the dying lilly did bestow 
Upon her neck the whitest of his snow , 

Or that the purple violets did lace 

That hand of milky downe all these are base , 

Her glories I should dimme with things soe grossc. 
And foule the cleaie text with a muddy glosse 
Goe on then, Heaven, & hmbe forth such another. 
Draw to this sister miracle a brothei , 

Compile a first glorious Epitome 
Of heaven, & earth, & of all raritie , 

And sett it forth in the same happy place. 

And Pie not bluiie it with my Paraphrase. 
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O Dta ijirrti teu tu tttrpt oU-n Ttfantu tS'r 

B Ri;»ht Goddcs<c, (whether Jo\c th) fa her be 
Or jo^c a father will be made b\ thee) 

Oh crowne thc«c praters (mo\ t! m a happ) bower) 
Hut with one cxjrdiall smile for CIoc that power 
Of louca alWanng hand, that makes me burne, 
Makes me confers! Oh, doc not thou with <cornc, 
Great N)mph, o rclookc m) lowncsse hea\ n )ou know 
And all thetr fellow Deities will Iww 
L\dn to the naked $t \owcs thou art m) fnte 
To thee the Parer have gitcn up of late 
M) threds of life if then 1 shall not live 
H) thee, b) thee )ct lett me die this pte, 

High beauties sotcraignc, that m) fiineniir flames 
Ma) draw thetr fini breath from ih) starrt beanies 
I he Phoenix sclfc «hall not more proudU burne, 

1 hat fctclicth fresh life from her fruitfull urnc 
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An Elegy upon the Death of Jid) Stanninozv^ 

Felloiv of Qtieenes Colleclgc 

n Ath aged winter, fledg’d with feathered raine, 
To frozen Caucasus his flight now tane '' 

Doth hee in downy snow there closely shrowd 
His bedrid limmes, wrapt in a fleecy clowd ? 

Is th’ earth disrobed of her apron white, 

Kind winter’s guift, h in a greene one dight ? 

Doth she beginne to dandle in her lappe 
Her painted infants, fedd with pleasant pajipe, 

W':’' their bright father in a pretious showrc 

From heavens sweet milky streame doth gently powre 

Doth bhth Apollo cloath the heavens vvnth joye, 

And with a golden vv'avc wash cleane away 
Those durty smutches, w*^'' their faire fronts vv'orc, 
And make them laugh, w'=’* frown’d, & wept before? 
If heaven hath now forgot to weepe , 6 then 
Wt meane these showres of teares amongst us men ? 
These Cataracts of griefe, that dare ev’n vie 
With th’ richest clowds their pearly treasurie ? 

If winters gone, whence this untimely cold. 

That on these snowy limmes hath laid such hold ? 
What more than winter hath that dire art found. 
These purple currents hedg’d with violets round 
To corrallize, w'^'' softly wont to slide 
In crimson waveletts, & in scarlet tide ? 

If Flora’s darlings now awake from sleepe. 

And out of their greene mantletts dare to peepe 
O tell me then, what rude outragious blast 
Forc’t this prime flowre of youth to make such hast 
To hide his blooming glories, & bequeath 
His balmy treasure to the bedd of death ? 

’Twas not the frozen zone. One spaike of fire, 

Shott from his flaming eye, had thaw’d it’s ire. 

And made it burne in love ’Twas not the rage. 

And too ungentle nippe of frosty age 

’Twas not the chast, & purer snow, whose nest 

Was in the modest Nunnery of his brest 
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Noc none of these ravish t those virgin roses, 
The Muses, the Graces fragrant posies 
W'**, while the) smiling sate upon his face. 
They often kist, ^ m the sugred place 
Left many a starry tcarc, to thmke how soonc 
The golden harvest of our joyes, the noonc 
Of all our glorious hopes should fade, 

And be eclipsed with an envious shade 
Noc twas old doting Death, who stealing by, 
Dragging his crooked burthen, look t awry 
And strcight his amorous syth (greedy of blisse) 
Murdred the earths just pride with a rude kisse 
A winged Herald, cladd of soc sweet a prey, 
Snatch t upp the falling starre, soc nchly gay, 
And plants it m a precious perfum d bedd, 
Amongst those Lillies, his bosomc bredd 
Where round about hovers with silver wing 
A golden summer, an xtcrnall spring 
Now that his root such fruit apvinc may bcarc, 
Let each eye water t with a courteous tcarc 
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Ayi Elegie on the death of Dr. Pottet 

OTay, silver-footed Came, stiive not to wed 

Thy maiden stieames soe soone to Ncptunes bed 
Fixe heere thy wat’ry eyes upon these toweis, 

Unto whose feet m leverence of the powers, 

That there mhabite, thou on every day 

With trembling lippes an humble kisse do’st pay. 

See all in mourning now , the walles are jett. 

With pearly papers carelesly besett 
Whose snowy cheekes, least joy should be exprest. 
The weeping pen with sable teares hath drest 
Their wronged beauties speake a Tragoedy, 

Somewhat more horrid than an Elegy 
Pure, & unmixed cruelty they tell, 

W*:^ poseth mischeife’s selfe to Parallel 
Justice hath lost her hand, the law her head , 

Peace is an Orphan now , hei father’s dead 
Honesties nurse, Vertues blest Guaidian, 

That heavenly mortall, that Seraphick man 
Enough is said, now, if thou canst crowd on 
Thy lazy crawling streames, pri’thee be gone. 

And muimur forth thy woes to every flower. 

That on thy bankes sitts m a verdant bower. 

And IS instructed by thy glassy wave 
To paint Its perfum’d face w* colours brave 
In vailes of dust their silken heads they’le hide. 

As if the oft departing sunne had dy’d 

Goe learne that fatall Quire, soe sprucely dight 

In downy surplisses, & vestments white, 

To sing their saddest Dirges, such as may 
Make then scar’d soules take wing, & fly away 
Lett thy swolne breast discharge thy strugling groanes 
To th’ churlish rocks, & teach the stubborne stones 
To melt in gentle drops, lett them be heard 
Of all proud Neptunes silver-sheilded guard. 

That greife may crack that string, & now untie 
Their shackled tongues to chant an Elegie 
Whisper thy plaints to th’ Oceans curteous eaies. 
Then weepe thyselfe into a sea of teares 
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A thousand Helicons the Muses send 

In a bright Chnstall tide, to thee the) tend, 

Lea\mg those mines of Nectar, their sweet fountaincs, 
The) force a hlly pith through ros) mountaincs 
Fcarc not to d) with grcifc , ill bubhng eyes 
Arc teeming now i\ith store of fresh supplies 
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FROM BRITISH MUSEUM 
Additional MS. 33,219. 

AT th’ Ivory Tnbunall of your hand 
i V (Faire one) these tender leaves doe tiemblmg stand 
Knowing ’tis in the doome of your sweet Eye 
, Whether the Muse they cloth shall live or die 
Live shee, or dye to P'ame , each Leafe you meet 
Is hei Lifes wing, or her death’s winding-sheet 

I ''Hough now ’tis neither May nor June 
X And Nightingales are out of tune, 

Yet in these leaves (Faire one) there lyes 
(Swoine servant to your sweetest Eyes) 

A Nightingale, who may shee spread 
In your white bosome her chast bed, 

Spite of all the Maiden snow 
Those pure untroden pathes can show, 

You streight shall see her wake and rise 
Taking fresh Life from your fay re Eyes 
And with clasp’t winges proclayme a Spiing 
Where Love and shee shall sit and sing 
For lodg’d so ne’re your sweetest throte 
What Nightingale can loose her noate 
Nor lett hei kinred birds complayne 
Because shee breakes the yeares old raigne 
For lett them know shee’s none of those 
Hedge-Quiristers whose Musicke owes 
Onely such straynes as serve to keepe 
Sad shades and sing dull Night asleepe 
No shee’s a Priestesse of that Grove 
The holy chappell of chast Love 
Your Virgin bosome Then what e’re 
Poore Lawes divide the publicke yeaie, 

Whose revolutions wait upon 
The wild turnes of the wanton Sun , 

Bee you the Lady of Loves Yeere 
Where your Eyes shine his Suns appeare 
There all the yeare is Loves long Spring 
There all the year Loves Nightingales 
shall sitt and sing 


364 



FROM BRITISH MUSEUM MS 


Out of Grotiw hts Tragedy of Chrutes sujferinges 

O Thou the Span of whose Omnipotence 

Doth graspe the fate of thinges, and share th events 
Of future chance • the world s grand Sire and mine 
Before the world Obedient Io> I joyne 
An a:quall pace thus farre , thy word my deedes 
Have flow d together if ought further needes 
I shrinke not but thus ready stand to beare 
(ffor else why came D) ev n what e re I feare 
Yett o what end ^ where does the period dwell 
Of my sad labours ? no day yett could tell 
My soule shee was secure Still have I borne 
A still increasing burden , worse hath torne 
His way through bad, to my successive hurt 
I left my glorious Fathers star pavd Court 
E re borne was banish t , borne was glad t embrace 
A poore (yea scarce a) roofe whose narrow place 
Was not so much as cleane , a stable kind 
The best my cradle and my birth could find 
Then was I knowne , and knowne unluckily 
A weake a wretched child , ev n then was I 
For Juryes king an enemy, even worth 
His feare, the circle of a yeares round growth 
Was not yett full, (a time that to my age 
Made litle, not a litle to his rage) 

When a wild sword ev n from their brests, did lop 
The Mothers Joyes in an untimely crop 
The search of one child (cruell industry I) 

Was losse of multitudes , and missing mee 
A bloud drunke errour spilt the costly ayme 
Of their mad sin (how great' and yett how vayne ') 

I cal d a hundred miracles to tell 
The world my father, then does envy swell 
And breake upon mee my owne virtues height 
Hurtes mee far worse then Herods highest spite 
A riddle 1 (father) still acknowledg d thine 
Am still refus d before the Infant Shnne 
Of my weake feet the Persian Magi lay 
And left their Mithra for my star this they 
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But Isaacks issue the peculiar heyies. 

Of thy old goodnesse, know thee not for theires, 

Basely degenerous Against mee flocke 

The stifFe neck’d Pharisees that use to mocke 

Sound goodnesse with her shadow which they weare, 

And ’gainst religion her owne colours beare 

The bloud hound brood of Priests against mee draw 

Those Lawlesse tyrant masters of the Law 

Profane Sadocus too does fiercely lead 

His court-fed impes against this hated head 

What would they more ^ th’ ave seene when at my nod 

Great Natures selfe hath shrunke and spoke mee god 

Drinke fayling there where I a guest did shine 

The watei blush’d, and started into wine. 

Full of high sparkeling vigour taught by mee 
A sweet mebiiated extasy 
And streight of all this approbation gate 
Good wine m all poynts but the easy rate , 

Other mens hunger with strange feasts I quell’d 
Mine owne with stranger fastings, when I held 
Twice twenty dayes pure abstinence. To feed 
My minds devotion in my bodyes need 
A subtle inundation of quicke food 
Sprang in the spending fingers, and o’reflow’d 
The peoples hunger, and when all were full 
The broken meate was much more then the whole 
The Wind m all his roaring brags stood still 
And listned to the whisper of my will , 

The wild waves couch’d , the sea forgott to sweat 
Under my feet, the waters to bee wett 
In death-full desperate ills where art and all 
Was nothing, there my voyce was med’cmall. 

Old clouds of thickest blmdnesse fled my sight 
And to my touch darke Eyes did owe the light 
Hee that ne’re heard now speakes, and finds a tongue 
To chaunt my prayses in a new-strung song 
Even hee that belches out a foaming flood 
Of hot defiance ’gainst what e’re is good 
Father and Heyre of darkenesse, when I chide 
Sinkes into Horrours bosome, glad to hide 
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Himselfe in his owne hell , and now lets loose 
Mans brest (his tenement) and breakes up house 
Yett heres not all nor wast enough for mee 
To freind the living world even death did see 
Mee ranging in his quarters , and the land 
Of deepest silence answered my command 
Heiv n, Earth, and Sea, my triumphs what remain d 
Now but the Graved the Grave it selfe I tamd 

&c 


The End 
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lit the folloian^ reftrences the hnet are numbered from 
the top of the page tnelttdtng titles 

A = i 646 BSS1648 0=1655 D = BntisIi Museum AJdit MS 33 J19 
E=Saocrofl MS F = B M Addit MS 34695 G = narl MS 6 9i7andiS 

EPIGRAMMATA SACRA p 25 I 5 Pnniedw/ but altered to in 
ink in copies seen The original editions have been followed in pnnting the 
second letter of each initial word as a capital and for the sake of uniformity 
the same style has been adopted in printing from ^1SS 

STEPS TO THE TEMPLE and DELIGHTS OF THE MUSES 
p 65 1 6 A] ^^lth other Delights 11 11 la Pnnted and Published 
according to Order 1 14 A] I timed by T M for 
p 67 1 10 A] fancied their dearest 

p 70 Behind the page containing The Authors Motto A prints] Reader 
there was a sudden mistake ( tis too late to recover it) thou w ilt quickly find it 
out and I hope as soone p^e it over some of the humane Poems are mis 
placed amongst the Divine 

p 71 1 4 E] eye expends 1 ay EJthatsvext 

p 72 1 5 D and E] manly sun 1 29 D and h] m a too warm bed 

p 73 1 a Title in E] Upon the Mater wch baplird Christ 1 8 
Title in E] Upon the /Ethiopian I 15 E gi\es the ref ) John 6 1 f? 

A D and E] be sound 1 ao Title m EJ On our Saviours Sepulcher 
This epigram and one or two others were selected by Craw shaw to form part 
of Carmen Deo hosfro As the Divmc Epigrams form a senes by themsehes 
I thought it better to print twice the very few so chosen instead of omitting 
them here and giving only the later forms as in the longer and separate poems 
(see pp 230 79 and 233 83 and 243 85 and 244) 1 23 E] widows two 

mites I^t line E] other threw 

p 74 1 1 Title in r] Upon the nch young man Luke 15 13 A also 
gives the ref ] Luke 15 1 7 Title in E] The sick crave the shadow of Peter 

1 12 Title in E] Upon the pnnt of Clirists wounds Joh 20 20 1 24 

Title in E] Upon the tongue E also adds as lines 5 and 6 of the epigram] 
Oh wild fire ' oh rude tongue • if nought will shame thee 
Hell hath a wilder fire and that shall tame thee 
p 75 1 2 Title m E] Mary to the Angell shewing her the place where 
Jesus lay 1 9 Title in E] Pilate washes his hands 1 13 D and E] 

his fountaine in thy 1 17 E] imlkie founts 1 21 Title in E] On 
Christ s Miracle at the Supper 
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p 76, 1 19 Title in E] Upon the Virgins looking on our Saviour 1 29 
E] those teaies 

p 78,1 3 E] (Lord) hath 1 10 Bjwor’ds A]vord’s 1 17 Title in 
E] Christ accused answered nothing I 20 D and E] spake vhen first he 

I 24 Title in E] Christ turnes a\ater into vine 1 26 D and E] sveet 
acts 

p 79, 1 18 D] Had not I 29 D] ne\cr vas man Title in E] In 
Sepulchrum Domini Luke 23 where vas never man laid, see also p 233 
Last line] A full stop has been supplied here, and clsevhere at the end of 
a poem, where it is left out in the original by a printer’s error 

p 80 , 1 I Title in E] It is better to enter into the Kingdome of God vith 
one eye, <S.c 1 5 E] Or if 1 7 E] of thee II 9, ro Title m E] 
Chnst casteth out tv o divells at once 1 12 A] on B] one 1 14 A] is B] his 

II 16, 17 Title in E] To them jt passed by at o*' Savio” passion 1 24 
Title in E] Blessed is — &. the papps, v'** thou hast suckt &.c 

p 81 , 1 I Title in E] On Pilate v ashing his hands B] blood stanicd 
1 12 E] its own 1 15 E] sad murmur that stames 1 16 E] Oh 
leave, for shame 1 23 E] of him that Last line L] Roses hecre 

p 82, 1 7 D and E] Oh thou alone 1 8 E] thou gi% ’st us none 

p 83 , 1 I D and E add'\ Joh 1 . 6 A 7 cads] 

Upon the Tlior/ies iaHen downe ftoin our Lo 7 ds head bloody 

Know’st thou this Souldier? 'tis a much chang’d plant, vhich jet 

Thy selfe did’st set, 

’Tis chang’d indeed, did Autumn e’rc such beauties bring 

To shame his bpnng? 

O ' who so hard an husbandman could ev cr find 

A soyle so kind? 

Is not the soile a kind one (think je) that returncs 

Roses for Tho/^tcsl 

See also p 243 11 16, 17 Title in E] Upon Mary Magdalene 1 17 

D] hayre 1 28 Title in E] Joh 3 19 Light is come into the vorld 
1 30 D and E] his darknesse 1 31 B] Worl’ds A] World’s B] Hell 
A] Hell, 1 32 D and E] Hee a\ill not lo\e his 

p 84 , 1 2 Title in E] Pauls resolution 1 3 E] Come bonds, come 

death 1 4 E] hard names 1 5 E] other bonds 16 A] Nor other 

death E] than that 1 7 Title in E] On Peter’s casting the nett 1 I2 

A, D and E] Our Lord In E the poem is arranged in couplets 1 14 

BJlife? A] life?) I 18 E] floodgates 1 19 EJ Then shall hee dnnke 
and dnnke shall doe his v'orst 1 21 E] My paines are in their Nonage 
my young feares 1 22 D] yet but 1 23 D, E] darke voes 1 24 

E] are tender 1 25 B] unfieg’d A] unfledg’d 1 26 El a towardnesse 
I 30 E] The knife 

p 85, 1 22 See also p 244 1 27 A] O never could bee found 

Garments too [B to] good 1 28 A] but these 

p 86, 1 5 E] these paths 1 6 A] One avhose 1 17 E] Makes 
high noon 1 22 D] And when simple 1 28 E] veary vonder 

I 29 E] giddy steps 1 30 A and E] Spreads a Path cleare as the Day 
I 34 E] learne new 1 35 B] Sepheards A] Shepheards 
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p 87 1 I D] and covers I 4 E] that shade 1 ig E] his bnms 
1 33 E] about mj 1 39 A] eternity B] etemitj 

p 88 I I £ adds after title] Paraphrosi Foetica I 5 E] On the 
Tinllowes nodding I 38 E] that cr)d\t 1 39 D] and never never 
nse 

p 89 1 I Titlein A] Easter Day E] Upon Chnst s Resurrection 1 13 
A and L] annalls hi e. 

p 90 1 I E indexes this poem but the leaves ate missing m the MS 
p gi I 37 A full stop replaces a comma at the end of the line 
p 97 1 4 The full stop in B has been changed to a comma at the end of 
the line 1 16 A full stop has been added at the end of the line 
p gS 1 8 A semicolon has been added at the end of the line 
p loi 1 6 \ colon has been added at the end of the line 

p 103 1 37 A parenthesis has been taken anay before saiJ 
p 105 1 3 A cwitil snake t 34 B] murmurs A] murmun 
p 106 1 36 B] Breasts A] Beasts 
p Z07 1 3t EJuttencrae 1 30 B misprints] /a 
p 108 1 9 E]\olvitopes 1 19 E] Disitiisque 
p log L 6 B misprints] f 

p 110 I I A]G Herberts Title m E] Upon Herbert s Temple sent to a 
Gentlevvoman I 3 L] fire from )our fairc ejes 1 7 E] iiand unties 
1 8 A] you have an Angell byth Mings 1 9 E] gladly Mould 1 10 
E] waite on your chasl morning 1 14 E] That every 

p 111 1 1 The poem onginall) appeared in I obert Shelfords Five 
Pious and Learned Discourses Cambnage t63e 410 where it is entitled 
Upon the ensuing Treatises and signed Rich CrashaM Aul Penb AB 
1 13 A and SheTford rtad] this booke 1 18 Shelford] thy altars m ake 
1 3t Shelford] Pure sluttishnesse 

p 112 1 33 In Shelford the poem ends Mitli the following additional ten 
lines] 

r^or shall our zealous ones still have a fling 
At that most horrible and horned thing 
Forsooth the Pope by Mhich black name they call 
The Turk the Devil Furies Hell and all 
And something more O he is Antichrist 
Doubt this and doubt (say the>) that Chnst is Christ 
^Vhy tis a point of Faith What e re it be 
I m sure it is no point of Chaniie 
In summe no longer shall our people hope 
To be a true Protestant s but to hate the Pope 
p 113 1 13 Grosart prints] Intaquas 

p tig I I E] Fidicinis &. Philomel'c Bellum Musicum 1 30 D £] 
the warres 

p 120 1 3 E] slick passage I 6 D] evenly shear d 1 33 D] 
floods of 1 33 A] when in E] whence m 

p 121 I 7 A] There might you ] 33 AJgraveNoat 
A A 2 
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p 122, 1 9 E] Those pathes 1 i6 E] thus does he D] some grace 

Thus doth he 1 25 E] inurmure melting m mild I 28 A] he dare 

1 35 E] so long &. loud 1 40 E^ full moutli’cl 
p 123, 1 7 E] chatting strings 
p 124,1 17 A] decet tantus 

p 125 , 1 I D adds\ Upon Ailia 1 7 D] busincsse there 
p 126, 11 I, 2 Title m E] E Virg Georg particula In laudem 
Yens I4 A and F] Their gentlest 1 19 E] his most loved blossome 
to 1 36 E] but that Heav’ns 

p 127, 1 7 D] Send no 1 8 D, E] I shall 1 10 Title in E] 

The Fame Ethiopian 1 12 A, D] in a tender 1 16 E] that great 

1 24 D, E] her third 1 30 E] their glimmering 

p 129, 1 10 A superfluous parenthesis has been taken out after 

1 14 D] mens feare 1 22 B] Cease 1 23 D] Bitty him not 1 28 

A full stop has been added at the end of the line 

p 130, 1 I D] Out of the Greeke No title in A 1 3 A full stop has 

been added at the end of the line 1 8 D adds\ Out of Ausonuis 1 9 

D and E] sweet Cytherea 1 1 5 E] thus, let us thus be 

p 131 , 1 I B] In Senerissimce Regime patnim [partum A] hycmalem 
1 35 A capital has been supplied here at the beginning of the line and 
elsewhere in similai cases 

p 132, 1 13 A] hue nempe 

p 133, 1 10 A] Sub praeside 1 22 Bj sacihtatc, feveritas A] facili 
tate, severitas 1 28 A] mortem 1 32 A] nimirum 1 35 A] 
Anglicana ad 1 36 A] ne malilia 

p 134, 1 3 A] ipsa nec dum quern monstrat 1 4 A] totam solus 
1 13 E] mox sacrum 1 14 E] ad aetheriis 1 15 E] Porre\it astns 
1 16 E] charta csetens audies quoqi 1 17 Published unsigned under a 
portrait of Bishop Andreives facing the second edition (folio) of his sermons, 
1631 The copy m the University Library', Cambridge, possesses the portrait 
apparently lacking in the volume Grosart examined (sec his edition, Vol I 
p 217), and gives the following variations 1 18 See beer a shadow from 
that 1 19 through this 1 20 of our 1 22 Whose lare industrious 
1 28 a flaming 1 29 Where still she reads 1 20 B] dull A] dull 
1 22 E] Whose rare 

p 135, 1 I Title in D] Upon the Death of i\Ii Chambers Fellow of 
Queens Colledge in Cambridge Title in E) In obitum desideratissmii 
M" Chambers, Coll Reginal Socii 1 5 E] leest joyes 16 G 
omits\ a 1 II E adds\ 

For soe many hoped yeares 
Of fruit, soe many fruitles teares 
1 16 A] snacht I 19 E adds\ 

Leaving his death ungamished 
Therefore, because hee is dead, 

1 20 E] If y'et at least 1 21 G] Thee the 1 20 El there are 1 33 
A] rest B] rest, 

P 1 I Title in Upon the Death of Mr Herns Fellow of 

Pembrooke Hall in Cambridge Title in E] In ejusdem prsematur obitii Alle- 
goricum 1 10 Ejgiatioustree 1 25 E] Peept out of their 1 26 E] on 
each 1 32 D] in th’ shade 1 34 E] blooming joyes 1 35 D] Lavish’ t the 
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p 137 1 13 E] FecCre t'lntae temi impar 

p 138 1 r Title in D] Upon the same Title in E] An Elegie on Mr 
Hems 1 >7 D and E] thy Easteme 1 19 E] hts can 1 20 D 
ffmi/s] it 1 22 D] thou Death 1 E] tu lend I 30 E 3 gi\ento 
day Last line E] show cr new 

p 139 1 15 E] rugged storme I 23 D] Spare then Death 1 25 
E] And let not 1 34 E 

Keepe him close close in thine armes 
Scald upp STith a thousand charmes 
p 140 1 31 E] Its spleen 1 35 D E] That quotes 

p I4r 1 I Title in D] \nQther upon the same 1 6 E] each lease 

D] e\ cry lease 1 13 E] Could bin found 1 26 E] here is dead 

p 142 1 t Title in E] Epitaphium in eundem I 5 D] Ere thou 

p 143 1 8 E] wth downy I 9 E) nniimely wave 11 iK 16 

Title in D] An Epitaph upon the reverend Dr Crooke Title in h] In 
obitum D™ Brooke 1 23 t] loved banck 

p 144 1 I Title m E] An Invitation to fairc weather In ilinerc ad 
urgeretur matutinum ceclum tall carmine imitabatur sercnitas ] 4 G] thy 
higbts 1 6 G] on jond faire flockes 1 8 G] thy front and then there 
1 13 E] command smooth 1 15 E] Tliose tender drops that D and G] 
thychecke 1 i/ GJthesedelicious I 18 EJWillnsc GJanddisclose 
1 19 D] To every blushin^ b*d of new blowne Poses L] Two ever blushing 
beds of new blowme roses G] To every blushing bedd the new borne Pose 
1 24 E] soft and dainty 1 2^ G]m golden 1 29 D] golden Mother 
G] to meete 1 30 D] how slice G) holy (light ) 31 C]m liquid D] 
in liquid Hight ( 37 E] joy is 

p X 4 S 1 4 D 1 Sea by Land 1 3 D] at her 
p 146 11 t 2 Title in E] Ad Auroram Somnolenli* expiatio 1 4 
G] my Muses 1 9 E] call back D and G] thy e>es. I k D] which 
still hides 1 18 D L] Mine owne I 21 Pj no winge G] Since this 

tny humble 1 22 E] raptures [ro AJ start EJandbrmge 1 27 D] IIis 

starry 1 18 D] lift up 1 29 D] 

To rayse mee from my lazy umc and dime 
Upon the stooping [A stooped] 

Last line D] where Pitty 

p 147 1 3 E] Bee gentle then D] and next time hee doth rise 1 ^ 

E] radiant face 1 8 L] tell how true 1 10 Gj and duty 1 t3 G] 

And that 1 17 D and G] thy altar I 22 D] 'Why shakest thou thy 
leaden 1 28 An exclamation mark has been supplied 

p 148 1 13 E] mans fate 1 10 D omits] the 1 31 D] waxmc 

p 150 1 i, A]tenetille 

p 151 1 27 D] those treasures 1 31 D] So made men Both friends 
for ever 

p 153 1 r Title in D] Italian 1 4 Djhavereft 1 16 D]Italian 

p 155 1 I Printed in both A and B as Crashaw s but it is now generally 

attributed to Dr Edward Rainbow Bishop of Carlisle (see Notes and Queries 
2nd Ser iv 86) Only the second of the two poems is given in E Both 
{see next page) face the title j age of Henry Isaacson s Saturni Ephemerides 
1633 where they are entitled The Frontispiece explained 
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p 156 , 1 4 E and Isaacson] die, if (Phoeni\-like) 1 ^ E and Isaacson] 
Natuie take 1 6 A comma takes the place of a full stop at the end of the 
line 

p 157, 11 I, 2 Title in D] An Epitaph upon the Death of Mr Ashton 
Citizen of London 1 14 D adds] 

For every day his deeds put on 
His Sundayes repetition 

1 21 A full stop has been taken away after zeale D] jett in zeale. 1 25 

D] in Life hee lov’d 1 26 D] to lead him 

p 158,1 24 B] trmmphi 

p 159 , 1 I Title m E] Catull Vivamus, mea Lesbia &.c 1 5 D and 

E] Blithest Sol 1 10 D and E] numerous kisses 1 11 D] upon our 
1 15 A and B] of another 1 18 D and E] our reckoning 1 31 A] 
infans B] infuns 

p 160, 1 II G] steps tiead our 1 15 G] Meete her my nislies 
1 20 D] gawdy fair 1 26 G] a bowe, blush 1 29 G] commend the 

p 161, 16 G] what their 1 15 G] Themsehes in simple naked- 
nesse 11 16 — 18 G] displace outface grace 1 26 G] that dares 

p 162,1 10 G] Teares fond and sleight 1 14 D] And fond 11 19,21 
G has this verse after the next one 

p 163, 16 D] Art and all ornament th Shame 1 26 D] dares apply 
Last line G] but she my story 

p 164 , 1 I Published in ‘ Voces Votivm ab Academicis Cantabngiensibus 
pro novissimo Carolo et Maria; pnncipe filio emissm, Cantabngia; apud 
Rogenim Daniel mdcxl ’ 1 2 B] patunentem 

p 165 , 1 I Published m ‘Voces Votivre ’ 1 9 V V ] to our 1 14 

B] to short to long 

p 166, 11 I — 3 Title in E] A Panegyrick Upon the birth of the Duke of 
Yorke A and D] Upon the Duke of Yorke his Birth A Panegyncke The 
section-titles aie not in A, D or E 1 10 A and D] full glorjs 1 18 
A, D and E] O if 1 19 E] hadst need 1 20 D] make thee 1 32 
These last four lines are not m A, D or E 

p 167, 1 2 A] Great Charles In B] owne A] one 1 16 A, D 
read] m these [E those] 1 18 E] alablaster 1 19 A and D] These hands 
these cherries 1 20 A and D] art of all 1 21 D] The n ell-wrought 
1 23 A] mayest thou 1 24 A and D] th’ast drawn this 1 31 D] so 
that 1 33 The first six lines of this section are not m A, D or E 

p 168, 18 A and E] were the pearls D] that u ept 1 10 This 
section IS not m A, D or E 

P 169 , 1 38 A and D] may the Light 

P ^70, 1 5 A and D] that’s done 1 24 A, D and E] their offnngs 
p 171, last line E] Castris quippe 
P 173, 11 7 , 8 E] Ut sunt 

P ^ 74 , 1 I E] malorum mala foemma 1 10 E] agnoscite vestros 
1 21 B] Mortalcs Last line E] Nempe fuit 

p 175 , 1 I Title m E] In Phoebum amantem 
P ^ 77 , 1 13 E] ni Domime 
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p 178 1 1 E] Ignis habet 1 16 E] Troja libentius These two 
words end the previous line in E 

p 179 I I Title m E] Tigmalion 

p 180 I 0 E] alter vetat ut sit I *i E]mutait 11 24 26 E] 
Genethliacon vel Epicedium 30 E] llaud parcre 

p 182 1 16 Title in E] Turlre rerura humanarum per errorum msidias 
p 183 1 7 E] perfido paratu 

CARMEN DEO NOSTRO Crashaws designs will be found at the 
end of these notes The lines under one of them do not occur elsewhere in his 
works and as they may not be easily read as engraved I give them here — 
Expostulatio Jesu Chnsti 
cum mundo ingrato 

Sum pulcher at nemo tamen me diligit 
Sum nobilis nemo est mthi qut seniat 
Sum dives a me nemo quicquam postulat 
Et cuncta possum nemo me tamen timet 
Aeternus exsto quaeror a paucissimis 
Pnidensque sum sed me quis est qui consulit? 

Et sum via at per me quotusquisque ambulat? 

Sum ventas quare mihi non creditur? 

Sura vita verum rarus cst qui me petit 
Sum vera lux vndere nne nemo cupii 
Sum mtsencors nuHus (idem m me collocat 
Tu si pens non id mihi imputes Homo 
Salus tibi est a me parata hac otere 
p x8s 1 16 C]heaty 1 20 CJefPans 

p igo 1 ! In the Untish Museum (here is a copy of this letter 

separately pnnted m 4to undated m type but tearing the written date 1653 
entitled A Letter from Mr Crashaw to the Countess of Denbigh Against 
Irresolution and Delay in matters of Religion l^ndon The dilTeiences are so 
many that it seems simpler to print the 1653 version here in full 
What Heav n besuged Heart is this 
Stands frembling at the Gate of Blisse 
Holds fast the Door )et dares not venture 
Fairly to open and to enter? 

\Nhose Definition is A Doubt 
Twixt Life and Death tnixt In and Out 
Ah ! linger not lov d Soul A slow 
And late Consent was a long No 
Who grants at last a great while U^de 
And did his best to have Denyde 
What Magick Bolts what mystick Barrs 
Maintain the Will in these strange Warrs? 

What Fatall yet fantastick Bands 
Keep the free Heart from his own Hands? 

Say lingnng Fair why comes the Birth 
Of your brave Soul so slowly forth? 

Plead your Pretences O you strong 
In weaknesse why you chuse so long 
In Labour of jour self to ly 
Not danng quite to Live nor Die 
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So when the Yeai takes cold we sec 
Poor Waters their own Prisoners be 
Fetter’d and lock’d up fast they he 
In a cold self-captivity 

Th’ astonish’d Nymphs their Floud’s strange Fate deplore, 
To find themselves their own severer Shoar 

Love, that lends haste to heaviest things, 

In you alone hath lost his wings 

Look round and reade the World’s wide face. 

The field of Nature or of Grace, 

Where can }ou fix, to find Excuse 
Or Pattern for the Pace you use? 

Mark with what Faith Fruits answer Flow ere. 

And know the Call of Heav’n’s kind showers 
Each mmdfull Plant hasts to make good 
The hope and promise of his Bud 
Seed-time’s not all , there should be Harvest too 
Alas' and has the Year no Spring for you? 

Both Winds and Waters urge their way, 

And muimure if they meet a stay 

Mark how the curl’d Waves work and wind. 

All hating to be left behind 

Each bigge with businesse thrusts the other. 

And seems to say, Make haste, my Brother 

The aiery nation of neat Doves 

That draw the Chariot of chast Lo\es, 

Chide your delay yea those dull things. 

Whose w'ayes have least to doe wnth W'lngs, 

Make wings at least of their own Weight, 

And by their Love controll their Fate 
So lumpish Steel, untaught to move, 

Learn ’d fiist his Lightnesse by his Love 
What e’re Love’s matter be, he moves 
By th’ even wings of his own Doves, 

Lives by his owm Law's, and does hold 
In grossest Metalls his own Gold 

All things swear friends to Fair and Good, 

Yea Suitours , Man alone is wo’ed, 

Tediously wo’ed, and hardly wone 
Only not slow to be undone 
As if the Bargain had been driven 
So hardly betwixt Eaith and Heaven, 

Our God would thnve too fast, and be 
Too much a gainer by’t, should ive 
Our purchas’d selves too soon bestow 
On him, who has not lov’d us so 
When love of Us call’d Him to see 
If w'ee’d vouchsafe his company. 

He left his Father’s Court, and came 
Lightly as a Lambent Flame, 

Leaping upon the Hills, to be 
The Humble King of You and Me 
Nor can the cares of his whole Crown 
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(When one poor S gh sends for him down) 

Detain him but he leaves behind 
The late ^^lngs of the lazy Wmd 
Spurns the tame Laws of Time and Place 
And breaks throi^h all ten Ueav ns to our embrace 
k leld to his Siege wise Soul and see 
kour Triumph in his Victory 
Disband dull Feares gi\e Faith the day 
To save your Life kill your Delay 
Tis Cowardise that keeps this Field 
And want of Courage not to \ield 

Yield then O yield that Lo\e may win 
The Fort at last and let Life in 
k leld quickly lest perhaps you prove 
Death s Prej before the Prize of Love 
This Fort of jour Fair Self if t be not wone 
He IS repuls d indeed but You r undone 

I aa A parenthesis has been supplied after ueaknes> 

p igi 1 aa C] rebell wotd 

p 193 11 I — ^ Title in B] On the name of Jesus 1 14 BrM*]lhe 
bright instead of jou bnght 1 4 A full stop has been taken away after 
see 1 31 B] little word 

p 194 1 18 B] This CJThas I ao A full stop has been added after 
sine 1 az B] a habit fit of self tun d I ag A semicolon has been 
added after 

p 195 1 8 B]\ our powers I 9 C] jours Lutes 1 a8 B] aloud 

Last line BJjeild 

p 296 It B] Seraphms 1 a B] Lojall breast 1 10 B] forth 
from I II A comma has been added after Light I 15 A full stop has 
been taken a\ ay after Guest 1 a8 B] All heavens 

p xgS 1 a A comma has been supplied after Parxdtses I 3 B] 
soules tastes 1 18 B] bare thee 1 ao B] ware thee 1 35 B] served 
therein thy A full stop has been added after ends 

p 200 Title in BJ An [A tn A audEJ Hymne of the Nativity sung as 
by [A and E sung by] the Shepheards 
p 201 II 4 — 7 A and E read] 

Come wee Shepheards who have scene 
Dsyes Aii^ deposed by Nights Qaccae 
Come lift we up our lofty song 
To wake the Sun that sleeps [E lies] too long 

II 8 — 10 A and E read] 

Hee in this our geneiall joy 
Slept and dreampt of no such thing 
VTiile we found out the lairey’d Boy 
1 19 C] Thysis 1 35 A and E] thj ejes 1 afi The Chorus lines 
between the stanzas are not in A or E I *7 A and E] chid the world 
1 31 CJeyes 1 3a A] frosts 

p 202 la A B and E] Bright dawn The second and third stanzas on 
tl IS page are not m A or E 1 3 EJ thy eyes A and E] the East 
B] their East C] their Eate 1 5 A comma has been supplied after stg/t 
1 II B]je powers 1 13 B] je Powers I 14 B] Thyrs C] Thyt 
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1 17 B] IS all one 1 18 C] morn B] morne, 1 20 B] Babe, &c 
1 21 B] Tit C] Tir 1 23 E] white sheets 1 24 A colon has been 
supplied after bed 1 28 In A and E the stanza is as follows] 

I saw th’ officious Angels bring, 

The downe that llieir soft brests did strow, 

For well they now can spare their I'lngs, 

When Heaven it selfe lyes here below 
Faire Youth (said I) be not too rough, 

Thy Downe though soft’s not soft enough 

In line 3 of this stanza B prints wings, otherwise as in C Last line 
B] said we 

p 203 The first stanza on this page reads as follows in A and E] 

The Babe no sooner ’gan to seeke, 

Where to lay his lovely head, 

But streight his eyes advis’d his Chcelce, 

’Twixt Mothers Brests to goe to bed 
Sweet choise (said I) no way but so, 

Not to lye cold, yet sleepe in snSSv 

1 I C] No no B] No, no, 1 5 B] said I 1 7 B] choice, &.c 1 16 

A and E] Welcome to our wondring sight 1 20 A and E] glorious Birth 

1 22 A, B and E] not to C] silk A, B] silke, 1 24 A and E] virgins 

1 26 A] breathes B] breath’s C] brearhes 1 27 A, B and E add the 

following stanza aftei this one] 

Shee sings thy Teares asleepe, and dips 
Her Kisses in thy weeping Eye, 

Shee spreads the red leaves of thy Lips, 

• That m their Buds yet blushing lye, 

Shee ’gainst those Mother Diamonds tiyes 
The points of her young Eagles Eyes 
1 28 A full stop has been taken away after Jlyes Last three lines 
A and E iead\ 

But to pooie Shepheards, simple things. 

That use no varnish, no oyl’d Arts, 

But lift clean hands full of cleare hearts 
p 204 A and B print as two stanzas, as throughout the poem 1 6 
B] their sheep A and E] The Shepheards, while they feed their [E the] 
sheepe In A and E Till burnt 1 12 A and E] Wee’l burne, 
our owne best sacrifice 

p 205, 11 I, 2 Title in A] An Himne [B A Hymne] for the Circum- 
cision day of our Loid 1 3 A] thou first 1 7 A] of Laces 1 9 A] 

Guild thee 1 12 B] bosome showes 1 16 A] his glorious beames 

1 18 A] his eyes 11 20, 21 A] 

Rob the rich store her Cabinets keep. 

The pure birth of each sparkling nest 
1 23 A and B] embrace 1 25 A] in them 

p 206, 1 I A] the sweet 1 3 A and B] The Moone 1 4 A] 

And leave the long adoied Sunne I e A] Thy nobler beauty I 8 A 
and B add"] 

Nor while they leave him shall they loose the Sunne, 

But in thy fairest eyes find two for one 
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p 207 Title in B] A Hymne for the Epiphinie Sung as by the three 

Kings 1 I Not in B 1 4 (a) not in B 16 (3) not in B 1 15 

A full stop has been supplied after Eyes 1 25 C] east B] East 

p ao8 1 4 B] halfe spheare C] half spear I 11 B] {i) C] (s) 

B] i\ orld s C] IV old s 

p 210 1 6 B] thy chast I A full stop has been taken away after 
^orn 11 u — 3 B] gives But lean and tame as the beginning of 3 s lines 
and gives the Mithra line only to Chorus 

p 211 1 13 A semicolon has been supplied after and a full stop after 
«x in line 15 1 16 B] i C} (2) I 19 B] love sick world C] love sick 

world 1 26 B] deere doome 1 28 CJ ludgment 1 38 B] domesticks 
I 40 C] hour s 

p 212 16 B] I C] (2) 1 10 A full stop has been added after L\ght 

1 24 B] the best 1 26 B] 1 CJfi) I 30 B] Use to 1 31 CJinfit 

B] self their rorch [torch B] 1 33 B] the conscious I 3, C] Ground 

J 38 CJdscant BJ descant I 39 BJwithnhat 1 40 B] his strong 

p 213 1 2 B] seue 1 3 C] obsequious 1 ^ A full stop has been 
added after ><jw 1 12 C] negatine 

p 2x4 1 10 B] glorious Tire 1 13 B) 1 His Gold C] (3) His Gold 
P 2*5 1 3 B aoWf] upon his dedicating to her the foregoing Hymne 1 5 
B] crownes C] cownes C] race B) race 1 9 CJ face B] face 1 10 B] Rosie 
down 1 14 B] We wade in )ou (deare Queen) 1 17 B) Roj all harvest 
I 21 B] whole groves 1 23 B) I-ambs great Sire 

p 216 In B only the hymns for each hour are given numbered r to , 

under the general title Upon our B Saviours Passion followed by The 
Antiphona for Compline (see n 229) The recommendation of the precedent 
Poems (seep 230) \ Prayer' O l^rd Jesus Chnst Son of the Living God 
interpose etc and Christ $ victory divided later into The Antiphona for 
the third sixth and ninth hours (see pp 221 223 and 225) 

p 217 1 19 B] vvakefull dawning 1 21 C) Father word I 26 

B] betrayd and taken 

p 218 1 19 B omits here and elsewhere the words unto all quick and 
dead and reads the Church 

p 2ig I 14 B] early Mome I 15 B] It could 1 19 B] blotts 
those 1 23 C] Antiphona 

p 220 1 13 C] O Lrod linng Ood 

p 221 1 i8 B] then C]lhem I 24 C] ihe I 25 A full stop his 
been taken av ay after 1 18 CJJalyor Last line C] w ord s losse 

p 222 last line C] vorld 

p 223 1 15 B] For the faint 1 18 B] The fruit 1 31 B] the first 
p 224 1 5 A full stop has been taken away after Crosse 
p 225 1 14 B] rocks C] roeks 1 18 B] our great sins, sacrifice 
I 29 C] Deard Last line C] word s losse 

p 227 1 13 B] could not 

p 229 1 13 B] The nightcnmg hour 1 15 A]heartlesse 1 23 

C] Heart B] Heart 1 30 BJ such rate 
p 230 11 11—13 Seep 73 
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p 231,11 7 — Not m B 1 7 B] hnpui'.liinp I ist line C] v nrtli 
p 232, 1 6 B imke a throne C] I rhonc 1 13 cOjtl) cnicltic 
1 16 B] hca^ 'n ng’il 11 17,18 WtreJs] 

Both \Mth one price verc \vct'’hc(l, 

Both with one price were pud 

The 7th stanza IS not in B 1 31 B] live for to 1 32 B] which thj blc^ cd 
death did 

p 233 See p 78 

p 234 , 1 12 A comma replaces a full stop after / rn/i i.rts' 
p 235, 1 I C] Lcr 1 s B] Thou 

p 237, 1 7. C] Nothcr 1 13 B] Arc more Ownehc'’rt 1 33 A 

semicolon has been supplied after srtatt 1 34 C] prowingt 

p 238,1 18 Cj nobest 1 26 B]lo\e 1 30 B] something to th} 

1.32 BjOhgncmetoo 

p 239 B omits stanzas VII and VIII 1 ’ C] ctcrtall I 24 BJ 

Shall I in sins sets there 1 29 CJ Is B] If not more just 

p 240, 1 2 B] Lend, O lend 1 10 BJ studio thee 1 15 BJ th} 

deare 11 19, 20 BJ 

Let m) life end in lore, and Ije beneath 
'Ih> deare lost \itall death, 

1 22 BJ in thj Lords death 

p 241 E giaes 5 stanzas onlj, 1, 3, 4, s, 2 II i — 6 Title in A and 
DJ On the bleeding wounds [B bodjJ of our cnicificd Lord 1 9 A, D 
and EJ thy hands 1 10 A, D and LJ thj head lit A, IJ and EJ 
thy purple 1 12 1 Ins aerse is sth in A and D, the order being i, 3, 4, s, 
2, Water’d (see below) 6 , 7, S, 9 1 14 A and DJ In Feare''’ 1 i6 BJ 

That streames 1 iS \, D and EJ thej cannot 1 20 AJ the\ are wont 

D omi/s] caer 1 21 D and BJ own blood 1 23 A and EJ 1 ha hand 

1 26 EJ It dropps 

p 242,1 c, A pnnts stanza 2 here and follows withj 
^^alcr’d b} the show res thea bring, 

The thomes that th} blest browes encloses 
(A crucll and a costl> spring) 

Conceiac proud hopes of proaing Roses 
1 7 A and DJ Not a hairc but 1 18 A and DJ Threatning all tooaerfio.a 

p 243 See p 83 1 7 A full stop has been taken awaj after 

1 12 CJ Thrones 

p 244 Seep 85 II t — 6 Title m AJ On our crucified Lord Naked, 
and bloody In AJ could be found Garments 1 1 2 AJ but these 

pp 245 and 246, 11 I, 2 Title in BJ A H}mne to Our Saaiour by 
the Faithfull Receiaer of the Sacrament 1 3 the Power 1 6 A full 
stop has been added after me 

p 247, 1 I BJ Help, Lord, my Faith, my Hope increase 11 5, 6 
B omits these lines 

P 248,11 I — 5 litleinEJ A I ly nine on the B Sacrament 1 9 The 
last two w’ords are omitted in the 1632 copy used 1 ha\e supplied them from 
B 1 10 EJ Ileav’n, and Hands 1 12 BJ Ambitions I 14 CJ Lite 
1 28 BJ Law of a new Law 
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p 249 L 18 B] Barnes not ihings 1 ti B] on Chnst 1 4 B] 
I»or wound 

p 250 1 14 C] Sacncice 1 26 B] meant soules 
p 251 II I — / Title in B] A Hymne m meditation of the day of judge 
ment 1 10 C] mn 

p 252 1 4 B] the Judge 1 28 A colon has been supplied after me 
p 254 11 I — 3 Title in B] The Vi^in Mother I 5 B] below the 
1 13 C] on the 1 24 B] spring 1 29 C] their morher B] }our 

mother 

p 25s 1 4 B The door w as shut jet let m day 
p 256 11 r— 7 Title m B] On the assumption E adds\ of the \ irgm 
Mane I 10 A and F] heavenly Light I 14 A E and F] Shee s call d 
againe harVe how th immortall Dove 1 t6 E] fair and 1 19 A and 
F] No sweets since thou [E save >ou] art wanting here 1 23 V and F 
on a fresh line] Come away come away The 16 lines that follow are not in A 
E or F 1 28 B] Except as 

p 257 I I B]Tree C] three I 2 B]leavy 1 12 BJ so great 
1 13 A E and F] thy great 1 17 A B EandFrnW] 

And though thy dearest looks must now be [E give] light 
[F now take its flight] 

To none but the blest heavens whose bright 

Beholders lost in sweet delight 

Feed for e>cr their faue sight 

\Vith those diMQest ejes which wee 

And our darke world no more shall see 

Though, our poore joyes (E and F eyes] arc parted so 

\et shall our lips never let goe 

Thy gracious name but to [b for] the last 

Our Lovii^ song shall hold it fast 

1 18 A E and FJ sacred Name A full stop has been taken away after h 
1 20 A and F] holy cares L 27 A and F] our sweetness 1 28 A and 
F] thej may 1 31 E] mother to 1 32 A and F] Live rarest Pnneesse 
and 1 33 A and F] of an incomparable 1 37 E] humble bragg I 38 
C]ctow'n E] Praise of women Pride of men 1 40 C] brest 

PP 258 — g Title m A D and D] The Weeper A omits B gives the 
couplet on p 2 s8 under the title 

p 259 The onlcr of verses in A is I 2 3 4 4 12 8 Not the soil Gold 
^ Sadwe*ise zU ttit w.lv\le belowj 9 to \3 S4 Tlvas 

thou melt the year (sec note to p 264 II 2 — 4) Time as by thee (see below) 
24 23 26 28 29 30 The order in D 1 as in A save that Not the soft 
Gold and 7 are tran^sed The order in E is thus — i 2 3 4 5 12 8 
Not the soft Gold 7 0 Sadnesse all the while 9 10 13 14 26 Thus dost 
thou melt (see note to p 264 1 ] 2 — 4) Time as by thee 24 23 Say watry 
brothers (see note to p 264) 29 30 

The following are the three verses refened to above they do not form part 
of the later text 

Not the soft Gold which 
Steales from the Amber weeping Tree 
Makes sorrow halfe so Rich 
As the drops distil d from thee 
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Sonowes best Jewels lye in these 
Caskets, of which Heaven keeps the Keyes 

Sadnesse all the vv'hile 
Shee sits in such a Thione as this, 

Can doe nought but smile. 

Nor beleeves shee sadnesse is 
Gladnesse it selfe would bee more glad 
To bee made so sweetly sad 

Time as by thee he passes. 

Makes thy ever-watry eyes 
His Hower-Glasses 
By them his steps he rectifies 
The sands he us’d no longer please, 

For his owme sands hee’l use thy seas [E thy tcares] 

1 5 A, B and D] silver-forded 1 19 A, D and E] they are indeed 1 27 
A] rivers meet 1 28 A, D and E] Thine Crawles 11 29, 30 A, D 
and E] 

Heaven, of such Hire floods as this [E these], 

Heaven the Christall Ocean is 

p 260 , 1 4 A, D and E] soft influence 1 21 A, D and E] Hernchest 
1 24 E] pale cheeks 1 27 A, D and E] it tremble heere A comma as 
in B has taken the place of the full stop in C 1 28 A, D and E] to be 
thy Teare 1 35 E] and more sweet 

p 261,1 3 A] the case 1 5 B] they are , C] they, aie 1 7 A, 
D and E] May Balsame 1 19 A, D and E] with their bottles 1 20 
B and E] And draw D] from those 1 25 A, D and E] Might hee flow 

from thee 1 26 A and D] would he 1 27 A, D and E] Richer farre 

does he esteem 1 32 E] thy eyes 1 S4 A, D and E] softer show’res 
1 35 A, D and E] returned fairer flowers 

p 262, 1 2 C] ckeeks 1 4 A full stop has been taken away after 

doves 1 5 B] washt C] washt, 1 8 Not numbered in C 1 9 A 

full stop has been taken away after looes 1 10 B] and tears, and smiles 

1 17 B] balsome fires fill thee? 1 iS B] Cause great 1 24 B] this 

vine 1 25 B] that wounded 1 26 B] those w ounded 

P 263, 1 3 B] large expences 1 5 B] the wrath 1 22 A, D and 

E] the Night arise? 1 23 A, D and E] thy teares doe 1 24 A, D and 

E] Does night loose her eyes? 1 31 A, D and E] Thy teares just cadence 
still keeps time 1 32 A] Prayer B and E] praier C] paire 

p 264, 11 2 — 4 A, D and E] 

Thus dost thou melt the yeare 
Into a weeping motion. 

Each minute W'aiteth heere , 

1 4 C] waits B] waits, 1 10 A and E] Will thy 1 13 A, D and E] 
by Dayes, by Monthes, by Yeares A full stop has been taken away after 
yeares 1 18 B] fire 1 23 B] ye bright The version in A, D and E 
is thus] 

Say watry Brothers 

Yee simpering sons of those faire eyes. 

Your fertile [D and E fruitfull] Mothers 
What hath our world that can entice 
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\ou to be borne? wbat ist can borrow 
\ou from her eyes swolne wombes of sorrow 
1 31 A D and E] 0 whither? for the sluttish Earth 1 33 A B D and 
E] your Birth. I 34 A D and E S%veet 

P 2®5 1 3 E] The darling 1 6 A D and E rtad\ 

No such thing we goe to meet 

A worthier [D and E worthy] object Our Lord s [E Lord Jesus] feet 
pp 266 and 267 11 r a Title m A and B] In memory of the Vertuous 
and Learned Lady Madre de Teresa that sought an Early Martyrdome 

p 267 1 4 C] word B) word 1 5 A] Wee need to goe to 1 6 

A] stout and tall 1 7 A] Ripe and full growne that 1 ro A] unto 

the 1 12 A] whose la^e breasts built a I 13 A] For love their Lord 
glonons and peat 1 14 A] Weell see 1 15 A] And make his 1 16 
A full stop has been added after child 1 17 A] had B] hath C] has 

A] a name 1 27 A] had B] hath CJ has. 1 33 A] wee straight 

C] you staight 

p 268 1 3 A] thirst dare 1 6 AandB] Herweake C] Her what 
1 8 A] kisses C] hisles 1 10 CJ Maryrdom B] for a In A] for 

her 1 13 B] and try 1 14 A] Shce offers 1 26 A and B add\ 

Farewell what ever deare may bee 1 27 A full stop has been added after 
knee and after martyrdom 6 lines below 1 37 B] soft cabinet 1 39 
A full stop has been added after sa 

p 269 1 2 A] Loves hand I 15 A] be spent B] be sent I 17 
A comma replaces a full slop after Thee 1 18 A] and the first borne 

I 29 A] he still may dy 1 32 B) thme embraces 1 34 Printed 

thus in A] 

Balsome to heale themselves with— 
thus 


\Vhen these etc 

In B and C thus follows with m the same line without any break in C 
after a full stop and with a capital T m B 

p 270 1 7 A and B] as thou shall first I 13 A] on thee 1 14 

A] when she shall C] Lief 1 15 A] her hand 1 18 A] joy I 31 

A and B add] All thy sorrows here shall shme 1 32 A and B] And thy 
I 35 A] deaths B] Deaths 1 36 A] soule which late they 
p 27X 1 12 Ajthyspowse I 19 AandB] keeps 
p 272 11 2 and 4 A full stop has been taken away after Apohgie C prints 
Hymen 11 r — 7 Title m A is An Apoli^e for the precedent Hymne 
The title in B is the same but m B the precedent Iwmne is The Flaming 
Heart (see p 274) 1 9 A] Faire sea I 16 A] heavenly maxim 

1 19 A] there lye 1 23 A] one blood L 25 C] aud 1 27 A] it 
dwell in Spaine 

P *73 1 3 B] a vvondnng 1 4 A] ho finds A and B add 
hatch d after Heart 1 7 A and B] are enow 1 12 k.omits\\oo 
B prints\ to 1 18 A full stop has been added after alone 1 19 
A] youths Life I 23 A and B] in one 

p 274 1 4 B the scrapbicall samt 1 8 C] biside In B] 

so much 1 19 B] And Him for Her I 26 B] happier A full stop has 
been added after see 

p 275 1 2 A full stop has been added after Her 1 5 B] to paint 
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I lo B] form’d Serapliicall 1 ii B] But c’rc wore fairc 1 13 B] 
cheekes 1 28 B] shafts 1 38 B] who kindly takes the shame 

p 276,1 4 C] sufftmg 1 13 C] part B] part, 1 14 A full stop 
has been supplied after hcai i and aftei Flame 4 lines belou 1 1 5 C] lov’es 

II 25 to end are not in B 1 33 C] iindanted 1 38 C] thrists 

p 277, 1 4 A parenthesis has been added at the end of the line 1 9 
Title in B] A Song of divine Love Ihe second part is more distinctly divi- 
ded fiom the first, than m C 1 10 C] geace 1 23 B] longing strife 

p 278, 11 I — 5 Title m A] On a prayei-booke sent to Mrs M R Title 
m B as m C but omits P) ayer 1 i and httle 1 3 1 6 A and F] but large 

11 7 — 15 For these lines A and F icad\ 

(Feare it not, sweet, 

It IS no hipocrit) 

Much larger in it selfe then in its looke 
1 16 A and F] iich handfull 1 17 A and F] ro3'all Hoasls 1 19 
and F] A thousand 1 21 C] il self 1 22 A, B and F] your white 
1 24 A and B] the ghostly your part F] your ghostly your part 1 25 

A, B and F] your chast 1 26 A and F] the Annory 1 29 A] hand 

1 31 B] The smne 

p 279, 1 I F] That holds 1 5 A, B and F] your heart 1 6 B] its 
part 1 13 A] And bring hei [B its, F his] bosome full of blessings 1 19 
A and F] comes 1 20 A and F] wandring heart 1 24 A] pleasures. 
1 26 A and F] dance in the B] ith’ 1 28 A and B] Spheaie 1 34 A, 
B and F] And stepping 1 35 A and B] the sacred 1 38 A] These 
tumultuous 

p 280, 1 6 A colon has been added after desii e I 1 3 A] An hundred 
thousand loves and graces F] A hundred loves and graces 1 1 8 F] That 
dull mortalhsts 1 19 A and F] this hidden store 1 30 A and F] Deare 
silver breasted dove 1 33 F] With mingled voivs 1 35 F] With her 
immortal 1 36 A and F] Happy soule ivho 

p 281, 1 3 A and Fj O let that [F the] happy soule hold fast 1 13 

A and F] Happy soule I 16 A and F] a God 

p 282, 1 9 B] may C] my 

p 283, 1 6 B] most pretious 

p 284, 11 I — 3 A full stop after ‘ complaint ’ has been remo\ ed to after 

‘Alexias’ 1 6 B sanite 1 8 B] loud Praise 1 16 B] Would 

see 1 24 B] leads the way 1 30 B] change its 

p 285, 1 I B] when lovers A full stop has been taken away after 

gt aves 

p 286, 1 4 A full slop has been added aftei me 1 1 2 B] the beauteous 
Skies 1 22 B] old Times 

P 287, 1 7 C] eost 1 9 B] w'lth sawey 1 15 C] Aleyis 1 19 
B] O tell 1 21 C] tell B] tell, 131 B] The Blessed Virgin 1 35 
A colon has been inserted after approach 

p 288, 1 7 B] No facing Gorgon 1 17 B] How' sweet’s 1 20 B] 
thousands 

p 289, 1 I A full stop has been taken away after Desci iptton B omits 

11 4 — 6 of Title 1 9 B] pavements weeping 1 10 B] costly 1 12 
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Clfnshins B] frislmB 111 BJilumblrs C] slumbers? I ii Cl And 
Sing 5 . sigh J 14 B] round Spheare I jr B] j 

Hands full of hearty labours Fatne$ that pay 
And pnre themselves doe much that more ther mar 
I 38 C] day!} ding ^ 

p 290 1 , B] ly close and keep 

p 29r 11 4—6 Title m A and D continues thus] Husband and Wife 
\^hlch died and v.txt buned together Title m E] Epitaphium coniugum 
una mortuor el sepultor Title in GJ A man and his wife who dyed to 
gether and were so buned 18 A] the second I tr A] not sever man 
and \\ ife [C ^\ lee] 1 la A D and GJ Because Livd I 16 A D E 
and G] knot that love 11 A D EandGewi/] And though no 

barm 1 23 A B D C and G] And the G] morning dawm 1 25 A 
EandGJ knd they waken with that Light fBvake into that] 1 26 A D 
E and G] never sleepe in 


p 292 II I— e Title in A] Hpon Mr Stanmough s Death Title in B 1 
At the funerall of a joung Gentleman Title m D] Upon the Death of Mr 
Stsntfmovi’h /e/jWoi'tJarcnsCbiYedfeein Cbinhridge f ra A D aad DJ 
jesoft 1 18 kjthyldsa I 10 A and D] thj bulke 1 jr A and 
D] thy small 1 a C] norrow 1 25 C] heigbourhood In A and D the 
lineendsthus — nothioglhercputon and the heat line is — Thy selfe in this 
unfeigned reflection omitting Iroud eyelidd^ 1 50 A and D] (Through 
all jour painting) show es tou your oim face J jr A and DJ To the proud 
hopes A full stop has been added after Mortafty j 3^ a and DJ this 
selfc prison deje 


p 293 The poem appeared m the English translation of Leonard Lessius s 
Hjgiasticon see 3rd edn published at Cambndge in 1636 The first 13 lines 
of the poem are not tl ere given II 1—6 Title m A and B) In praise of 
Lessius his rule of health U] Upon Lessius t] Upon Lessms his Hygeias 
ticon I 7 A C D and C emt/j and I 9 A D and EJ cruell strife 
I 1$ A D and E] at length 1 10 A D and E add] 

Goc poore man thinke mhat shall bee 
Remwie against [E gamstj thy rcmedic 
I 19 A D and Lessius] Kouldsc thou Eendsat Reader 1 3/ AD 
and Lessius] ^^ouldsl sec I 3a A and L] His ovvn Physick 1 37 
C] oppest 1 39 Lessius] "WTiosc soul s 

p 394 1 5 C] way B] w ay 1 6 A and D] Heavn hath a 1 7 A] 
ould St thou see 1 10 A B D and Lessius] A set 1 13 AandLessius] 
All a nest of roses D] see a bed of roses grow 1 14 D] In a nest of C] nf 
renerend 1 16 C] Snng 1 it Lessius] His soul L 24 D] A sigh 
a kisse The last 8 lines of the poem are not 10 A 

p 295 1 I Title m A and B] On Ho« By way of Question and Answer 
betweene A Cowley and R Crashaw in both editions this and the answ er 
on pp 397 and 8 lorm one poem ten lines of Cowley being followed by ten 
of Crashaw till both are ended beginning with ten of Cowley and ending with 
twenty of Crashaw 1 3 A and B) succeed iipd 1 4 A and B] ill and 
1 8 A] The Fates have B] The Fates of 1 10 A and B] ends 1 11 B] at 
all 1 17 Full stops have been added after and two lines below 

1 19 A and B] So mighty 1 11 A and B] its spints 1 35 A semi 
colon has been added after 1 16 A and BJ Thme empty cloud the eye 
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it selfe deceives 1 31 A and B] not North 1 34 C] repenrance A and 
B] shield of fond Last line A and B] Chymicks 
p 296, 1 2 A and B] strange witchcraft 

p 297, 1 I A full stop has been taken away after O asJiarus 1 5 A 

and B] of things 11 8, 9 A, B and G read thus] 

Faire cloud of fire, both shade, and light, 

Our life in death, our day in night 

1 12 A, B and G] tliinne dilemma 1 13 A, B and G] like the sick 
Moone at the A full stop has been added at the end of this line and the 

twelfth below 1 14 A, B and G] Thou art Loves 1 15 A, B and G] 

Of Faith the steward of our growing stocke 1 16 A, B and G] Crown- 
lands lye above 1 20 C] ckeek 1 21 A, B and G] Thou thus steal’st 
downe 1 22 A, B and G] Chaste kisse wrongs no 1 26 A, B and G] 
The generous 1 27 A, B and G] Nor need wee kill 1 28 A, B and G 
omit\ growing Last line A and B] subtile essence 

p 298, 1 I A, B and G] law' w arrcs 1 2 A, B and G omif] walks , &. 

1 3 A, B and G] where our winds A comma has been added after sttrr 
1 4 A, B and G] And Fate’s w'hole A and B add'[ 

Her shafts, and slice fly farrc abo\e, 

And forrage in the fields of light, and love 
1 6 A and B] where, or what 1 10 C] antitode In A, B and G] 

Temper’d ’twixt cold despaire 1 15 A, B and G] And loves G] fierce and 

fruitlesse 1 16 G o/mis] all 1 17 A and B] Huntresse 1 18 
A and B] field 

EPIGRAMMATA SACRA, 2nd Edn , 1670 Only those poems not 
in the 1st edition aie here printed I do not know what authority there may 
be for these additions, so long after Crawshaw’s death, but they are probably 
genuine as two are in the Bancroft MS (Improba turba tace and O ut ego, 
pp 304 and 305) As the first of these differs somewhat from the Bancroft 
copy I have given the MS form in its place on p 318 (Tu mala turba tace) 
p 303, 1 2 (rebs in text 1 14 "Stj in text 

P 3051 1 4 L] ego ut 1 8 E] error abegit 1 12 E] Ex his quos 

1 13 E] Ex me 

P 339 > 1 18 Mr F G Plaistow'e, M A , Librarian of Queens’ College, 
who has very kindly allowed me to lefer to him in a few cases of difficulty in 
the leading of Abp Bancroft’s transcript, suggests that avalhr^v in the MS is 
an error for 

P 345. 1 13 E] forbid the 

p 346 D gives the followang variations in this poem 1 i Out of 
Petronius 1 8 And dayntyest drake The two following lines ‘Though 
new’ are not in D 1 13 pietious Scarus 1 17 The BarbiU too is 
now 1 18 And cloying 

p 349 , 16 E] from of 

p 351 , 1 9 A full stop has been supplied after mllame 
p 356,1 II E] From of 1 i6 E] throwes of 
p 359, 1 6 E] smile for Chloe that 

P 364 , 11 20 and 24 A colon has been supplied at the end of each line 
and also at the end of 1 19, p 366 
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Abscessum Chmti quenintur dtsci 
pull 313 

Abscnti Centunoms filto Domtnus 
absens medetur 37 
Act ro 39 313 
Act 13 33 310 
Acts 38 3 308 

Ad Bethcsdae piscinam positus 13 
Ad Chnstum de aqua in Mnum 
versa 53 

Ad D Lucam medicum (Latin] 49 
Ad D Lucam medicum (Greek) 30 
Ad hospites cocnae miraculosae quin 
que nanum 46 
Ad Infantes \Iart)tes 33 
Ad Judaeos mactatores btephant 33 

A/oro Te 34(1 

Ad Pnneipem nondum natum <59 
Ad Reginam 134 

Ad Reginam £t sibi Academiae 
partunentem 1C4 
Aa S Andraem piscatorem 30 
Ad verbum Dei sanatur caecus 34 
Aldificatis sepulchra Prophetarum 48 
JEget implorat umbram D Petn 
V 

/Enaeas Patns sui bajulus 178 
ALthiopian On the baptiied 73 
Althiopa lotus 15 

Afraid wlw are ye O ye of little 
faith? 76 

Agnus Dei qui tollit peccala mundi 
3*4 

Alexias The complaint of the For 
saken Wife of Samte Alexis 384 
Aliqui verb dubitabant 41 
And he answered them nothing 78 
Andrews Picture before his Sermons 
Upon Bishop 134 

Annunciant ntus quos non licet 


nobis susapere cbm simus Romani 

54 

Apocal xii 7 313 
Apolc^ie Vn 373 

Apncockes sent to Cowley by Sir 
Crashaw Upon two greene i/S 
\qaae in vinum versae 37 
\tl)or Chnsti jussu arescens 30 
Anon 180 

Ashton Mr a conformable Citizen 
An Epitaph upon 157 
Asse that wre our Saviour Upon 
the y, 

Vssumption of Our Blessed Lady In 
the glorious 356 
Alelonio Matihaeus )8 
Attulerunt ei omnes mali alTectos 
daemoniacos lunatico S.sanavit 
eos 31 

Baptismus non tolht fulura peccata 
115 

Bcatae \irgmi credenti 33 
Beatae \ireini De salutatione An 
gehca 56 

Beall oculi qui vident 33 
Beatus \enter &. ubera &c 39 
B Lord upon the choise of His 
Sepukhct To Our 133 
B Virgins bashfullnes e On the 76 
Blind cured by the word of our 
Saviour The 78 

Body of our Bi Lord Naked and 
Bloody Upon the 344 
Bonum est nobis esse hic 310 
Bonum intrare in coelos cum uno 
oculo &.C 19 

Brooke Doctor An Epitaphupon 143 
Brook Omatissimo viro Praecepton 
suo colendissimo Magistro 8 
Bulla 17 1 


B B 2 
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Caeci receptis oculis Christum sequun- 
tur 306 

Caecus implorat Christum 304 
Caecus natus 50 

Caesar, Give to And to God 82 

Catullus, Out of 159 

Charitas Nimia, or the Dear Bargain 

234 

Charity, On a treatise of in 
Christus absenti medetur 49 
Chnstus accusatus nihil respondit 23 
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